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Drunk Dial 


Author's Notes: 
| always wanted to write something about Duff drunk dialing Axl. its just such a fumy picturel! let me know 
what you think! 


"YOU..are a dick" 


Axl blinks. "I-" he stops, double checks the caller ID. Unknown number, but he knows that seemingly perpetually 
drunken drawl that's almost unintelligible right now "Duff?" 


"A dick! Duff drawls. Loudly. There's loud cheering in the background of wherever he is, the sound tinny and 
small over the phone's speaker before the unmistakable sound of glasses clinking takes over. A bar, then "And | 


hate youl" 


Axl drops his head back down on the bed with a sigh and wonders how the fuck this became his life . "You are 
drunk" 


He's conscious of the fact that he's stating the obvious, but he's tired and half asleep and doesn't care. 
Duff makes a sound that's half scoff, half cry "Nooo he says and Axl groans. 

"Oh my god," he says, sitting up to slap at his bedside lamp angrily. "You've drunk dialed me!" 

"| have not," Duff says indignantly. 


"You have!" Axl growls. They have rules. After the shows, the band can inject burnt sugar into their scrotum 
for all he cares, but he needs his motherfucking beauty sleep and that is sacred "Where are you?" he asks, 
because drunk Duff may be annoying but considering the life they lead, it can't hurt to keep tabs on his little 
band of truants. 


"You have the best lips," Duff says and Axl barely registers the breathy fucking wistfulness in the tone 


because his brain is too busy screeching to a halt and throwing itself off a cliff. 
"What.'‘he says, a flat sound that somewhat resembles a word. 


Duff hums. "Jesus, and your hands," he says and Axl has WOKEN UP IN AN ALTERNATE FUCKING UNIVERSE 
because Duffs groaning like just the thought of what he's saying is putting him on edge and what? WHA Te! 
"The things I've imagined you doing with-" Axl flails, gets tangled in his sheets and falls out of the bed. Even 
the pain of it isn't enough to distract him from the next words out of Duff's mouth which - oh my god that's 


an ode to sucking and Axl can't- 


Duff suddenly yells on the phone, a protested, slightly hurt "Hey!" before the line is taken over with just - 
wow, really violent laughter. Axl gapes up at his ceiling from the floor. "What the fuck Slash?!" 


Slash - there's no other word for it - cackles Like a Disney villain. Axl has a split second when he feels a little 


bit guilty about that because Slash used to be such a good kid before meeting them. 
"Oh my god," the guitarist wheezes. Axl pictures him losing whatever it was he was drinking through his nose. 
"Do me a favor and take a photo of his face the next time you see him. | can't even-" He loses it again until 


finally the line goes dead. 


Axl doesn't move for a very long time. 


Morning After 


Author's Notes: 
Ok, i love writing duff. thats why the chapter is longer than i expected it would be. Let me know what you 
think! 


Duff has never been hit by a car, but he thinks maybe what he's feeling right now is similar. His head burns. 
There is no other word for it. His skull is splintered open, and there are balls of cotton stuffed behind his 
eyeballs. At some point in the night, something crawled inside his mouth and died, and he feels envious of it: 


being alive sucks balls right now. 


Duff groans, flopping onto his back and trying to blink his eyes open. There's lead stuck to his eyelids, and 
opening his eyes too slim slits for stinging half light to burn his retinas feels like an effort that's totally not 
worth it, but he needs to do it so that he can glare at the clock on his bedside table. IO am. It's still morning. 


What kind of sick motherfucking piece of shit person wakes hung over musicians before noon? 


"Up and at ‘em, dick-facel" Steven yells, drum-rolling on his door again "Interview's in ten minutes in Axl's 


suite!" 
Right. 


Duff falls out of bed in an ungraceful, groaning heap. He pushes himself to his feet, which requires using the 
bed to prop himself up and then leaning on the wall to keep himself up because alcohol is the fucking devil. 


"DUFF!" 


"I'm coming!" he hollers, annoyed, and immediately regrets it, because noise was never meant to come out of a 


head that's so fragile. 
"Hurry up!" 


Duff loves Steven. He really does. Steven is one of his best friends in the whole world. When Steven, by some 
kind of miracle, survived the overdose and came back home from the hospital, there were actual, real, 


embarrassing tears. Tears and unmanly hugs and relief too great for words. 


This is the memory Duff holds on to as he tries to navigate brushing his teeth, relieving himself and styling 
his hair into something acceptable while Steven keeps playing Moby fucking Dick on his door, making the whole 
room seem to shake and waggle with the noise. He loves his friend. He absolutely does not want to rip his 


intestines out through his nose and strangle him with ther. 


‘Its ten am" Duff hisses through gritted teeth as he opens the door. Steve seems to deflate at the lack of a 
noisy surface to hit, but cheers up at the sight of him. 


"You got really wasted last night" he says with a grin The fucker doesn’t even look hungover. 


"So did you" Duff says, stepping out into the hallway and shading his eyes from the glare of the overhead 
lights. 


"No, dude. You got really wasted last night" Steven repeats, grinning so wide it looks like his face is about to 
split open. Duff reaches the conclusion that he's still drunk from last night and thats why he's repeating stuff 
and grinning and not curled up in a corner wishing for death like Duff wants to be. He'll get there, though. 


Duff grunts noncommittally and follows bouncing Steven down the hall to Axis room. When they get there, he 
leans against the wall and breathes in deep, trying to hush the ringing in his ears. He can hear the voices 
inside. Axl is chattering about something or another, the wash of his voice punctuated by Slash laughing 
occasionally. Then Steve drumrolls on the door-seriously, what does he have against normal knocking?- and 
Duff moans, pressing his forehead against the cool wall. 


Axl opens the door, glares at Steven, and lets them in with a raised eyebrow and an impatient gesture. It's 
possibly the most unfair thing in the world that Axl gets to look so good in the mornings, even when he's only 
slept for a few hours. Maybe it has something to do with the fact that he hasn't gone out with them after 
the shows for weeks now, choosing t stay behind in the hotel rooms, to the point where Duff can't remember 
what drunken Axl looks like. Certainly more approachable than this marble-chiseled creature that's gazing at 


Duff like he's something the cat dragged in. Duff hates him. 


"Morning, sunshine" Slash greets him from where he's slouched on a chair, clutching a coffee mug like its his 
one saving grace, hair keeping his eyes from the glare of the lights but not hiding his ashen skin. It seems 
Duff is not the only one feeling like shit. Furthermore, Izzy is lying face down on Axl's couch, covered with a 
towel, kicking his feet a little and whimpering pitifully from time to time. 


"Its ten am," Duff growls, throwing himself into a seat at the table. It looks new, but it still manages to creak 


ominously at the violent treatment. 
"Really?" Axl says exaggeratedly. "Your powers of observation are off the charts, Mckagan" 


As he says that, the cut-off sleeve of his ratty t-shirt slides a little bit down his shoulder, exposing a mole 
Duff can never help but want to just.. 


He groans and smacks his head down on the table because life isn't fair and- yep- thats Steven laughing at 
him again, the fucker. Why had he ever hugged him again? 


"There, there Duffy," Steven says, and much as he tries, Duff can't quite growl at him for the stupid 


nickname. "Have some coffee, itll make you feel better." 


The clink of a cup being set down in front of him is like the purest note from a choir of Angels. Not even Axl 


snorting, "Duffy?" is enough to shatter the holy perfection 


| hate you less," Duff says, dragging the cup closer and letting the smell - oh god coffee - wash over him. He 
feels one hundred and ten percent better already. 


"Hate Axl a little less, too" Steven says, grinning wide ". He got the coffee" 

Slash cackles at that. Honest to God cackles Slash didn't use to be capable of that sound. Duff blames Axl. 

Axl is---actually, he's quiet. Must be a sign of the fucking apocalypse. Duff looks over at him just in time to 
see his ears go pink as he turns away to start piling up food on a plate. The sleeve slips just a litle bit more, 


and Duff's powers of observation are just fine, thank you very much. 


"Hey, Slash. Let's go find those reporters" and Steven's grin makes Duff tear his eyes away from Axl and 
something in his stomach twist in knots. 


"Yeah, they totally got lost" Slash says, grinning as well as he rises to his feet. 
From the couch, Izzy whimpers. 


There's absolutely nothing here that should be setting off alarms in Duff's head but he can suddenly barely 
focus over the clanging. Steven smirks, eyes ticking to Axl and then back to him and oh god, what? 


What what what what WHATI? 


"What." Axl says, and it isn’t even a question, and Duff pictures those perfect lps going thin and flat in a killer 
scowl, and Axl's hands closing into fists, and Jesus but those hands are perfect, just as perfect as Axls lips, he 
wants those hands on him, and he tells Axl so. He also wants Axis lips on him so he fells Axl, and it feels like such 


a great idea, felling Axl about this, about how much he's been wanting to drag him to some dark corner and--- 
Holy mother of fuck. 
"---and then | wanna lick that mole you have on your shouuuldeeer" 


"No" Duff stammers, horrified, just in time for it to be the last thing Steven and Slash hear before closing the 


door. Their uproarious laughter chases them down the hall. 


Duff feels the blood drain from his face. The memories come back to him in pieces and glare at him like giant, 


neon bright heart attacks and fuck fuck FUCK-- 


--been wanting to for sooooo long Let me-- fuck, Axl, just let me--- 


"You should hear the voicemails," Axl comments nonchalantly and Duff jerks up just in time to catch Axls- 
wow, he's just really red - face before there's a plate piled high with bacon, scrambled eggs and toast being 


slid in front of him and fuck his life, the toast even has the crusts cut off, just how he likes it. 


Duff watches numbly as Axl fetches his own plate and slumps down in the chair across from him, ears bright 


red and eyes down. 


'I-" Duff swallows, looks from the wall behind Axl to his plate, anywhere - anywhere - but Axl. Because 
this..this thing, whatever it is, was never- Axl is the straightest person he knows and they're friends and they 
see each other all the time and - 


--and just then his mind's eye feels the need to regale him with a memory of his own voice uttering 


something about how Axl's nipples are perfect and he wants to lick them, slowly, until they are perfectly 
pebbled, and then---and then--- 


Duff makes a sound of utter mortification. 
There's a click and a sudden flash of bright white light, and Duff looks up to find Axl is- Axl is taking a fucking 
picture. Nuclear-level blush high on his cheeks, second-hand embarrassment obvious in his eyes, Axl stil 


manages to smirk at him. "I promised Slash," he says. 


The camera snaps again. 


slightly evil 


Author's Notes: 
Axl's povl! I'll switch back to Duff on the next one. This chapter was not proof-read, but i'm pretty confident 


that it doesn't have any glaring mistakes. Let me know what you think! 


Contrary to popular belief, Axl is not evil. Ok, maybe a he's a little bit evil. Like sixty percent evil on a good 
day, ninety percent in a bad day. Some people may say that that's too high a percentage for someone his size, 
but fuck those people. They don't know the shit he's forced to put up with daily, from hungover best friends 


to awkward, post-lusty-drunk-phone call moments. 


Bottom line is: he's not evil. Therefore, he only takes three pictures of Duff sitting there looking like he'd love 
nothing better than for the ground to open up and swallow him whole before putting the camera away. It's 
funny in the way seeing a large predator rend some fluffy creature to pieces can be funny the first time. 
Every time after the first is just cruel and so, so sad. 


Problem is, Duff is sitting there looking at his food like it might attack him and Axl has no idea what to say to 
make him see that he's ok with this whole thing. Well, he's not ok with it. But he's willing to let it slide and 
pretend it never happened. It won't be the first time. He'll have to give Slash the pictures, because he 
promised, and maybe he'll keep framed copies for himself, because the expression on the blonde's face is 


hilarious. He resembles an ashamed Golden retriever that's been caught stealing the toilet paper. 


So, there will be evidence, and a lot of mocking for a few days, but Axl has enough blackmail material on 
everyone in the band to make them keep quiet about this whole thing afterwards. There are perks to being the 


only one sober in a band of junkies and alcoholics. 

"Eat your food" he orders, pondering his options. Duff seems to slump further into himself, like he's trying to 
become a smaller target. Axl rolls his eyes, resisting the urge to throw a breadroll at his head. He's the only 
one in this room who has the right to make this awkward ". Come on dude. What do you think I'm gonna do? 
Scold you?" 

"Maybe" Duff shrugs, pushing around some eggs with his fork "I dunno" 

"Well, | won't. It was a stupid fucking thing. You were drunk, it was funny. " and it was a stupid and funny. The 
sole memory makes him snort, despite the fact that he's still feeling slightly violated "Be embarrassed all you 
want, but don't look at me like you think | might chuck something at you" 

Duff's lip twitches "You've chucked things before" 


"Extenuating circumstances" 


Duff laughs a little, looking slightly reassured, or at least less awkward enough to start eating his food instead 
of playing with it like a ten year old. They just eat for a little while, silence punctuated by Izzy's sudden and 


unexpected sounds of agony. 


"Hum..." Duff says after a while, having a hard time dislodging his eyes from his plate "About the-hum-- 


Voicemails?" 
"Already erased them, man" Axl says, making a disregarding gesture with his fork ". No worries" 


Duff lights up in gratefulness, like a puppy thats been thrown a breadroll, and all these associations of Duff 
with fluffy creatures that must be fed have to stop. Seriously, what is wrong with his mind's eye? 


Anyway, thats unimportant. The thing is that this whole thing was no big deal and will be forgotten. And that's 
that. Moving on. Awesome. After all, what's a drunk dialing incident between friends? 


--/ wanna leave a row of love bites on the inside of your thigh, where no one would see them but me-- 


The words replay in Axl's head and ricochet around his skull, the longing drone of Duff's voice materializing in 
scorching images, sizzling the edges of his consciousness. Axl's eyes widen so much he fears they'll pop out of 


his face and nononono, stop stop STOP! 
- -you could have me, Id let you - fuck, | want you to - Id get myself open for you-- 


Axl gets up from his chair so fast the thing skids backwards with a screech. The noise makes Duff cringe and 
look up at him from his food, frowning with his soft brown eyes wide and his hair falling over his forehead and 
he looks like shit, he really does, brown eyes tired and red rimmed, with huge bags under them, and that helps 
erase some images from Axl's head but he knows that if Duff speaks right now-- 


-been wanting to for sooooo long. Let me-- fuck, Axl, just let me-- 

Duff opens his mouth to say something, possibly regarding the fact that Axl is standing there, gaping at him 
from across the table, blush reaching nuclear levels and Axl can't handle this, this is spinning out of control 
because the images won't stop piling over each other and he clearly didn't think this whole Jetting it slide 
through because he can't deal with this--this--- 


Izzy chooses that moment to groan like he's been stabbed, like the noise the chair made reached him just now. 


Oh, Izzy. Forever his lifesaver. 


"| better check on him" Axl stammers, doing his best to keep cool under the assault of words and images 


crowding themselves inside his head. There's no delete message button in his mind's tape recorder. 


He fills a cup with water and makes his way to the couch, kneeling next to it to poke at Izzy's shoulder. Izzy 


whimpers, pulling his towel over his head. 
"Go away" Izzy whimpers ". Let me die" 
Axl snorts, coaxing him to a sitting position and thrusting the water at him "You're not gonna die" 


‘Oh my god’ Izzy wheezes, clutching at his head. Looking at his destroyed band mates, Axl feels absurdly glad 
he didn't go out with them last night and drank whatever paint remover based drink they gobbled up that's 
making them pay right now. Then again, if he had gone out, maybe he would have been spared the whole drunk 
dialing thing. 


-God, Axi--/ would make it so, so good for you- 


If he really thinks about it, though, he doesn't think he would have wanted to be in drunk Duff's presence last 
night. Or ever again, for that matter. 


"What's that?" Axl croaks, tapping the marks on Izzy's forearms that look like bee stings and trying to distract 
himself from the fact that his face must be as bright red as his hair right now. Izzy regards them with a 


puzzled expression 


"What the fuck happened last night?" he asks, looking at Axl like he holds the answer to all the questions in the 


universe. 


Axl laughs, mentally sighing in relief. At least one person doesn't remember the whole drunk dial fiasco. Maybe 
they can keep the awkwardness level of this morning after right where it is. 


But then Izzy looks around the room for the first time, shielding his eyes from the light with his hand. His 
sight lands on Duff, then ticks back to Axl, then settles on Duff, who freezes with his fork partway to his 
mouth. 

Izzy grins so wide it's terrifying, and Axl can practically hear Duff's stomach drop to the floor. 

"Dude, you got so wasted last night" Izzy says, laughing and wincing at the same time because laughing pains 
him but he's mean enough that he'll do it anyway. Axl rolls his eyes and spills the water over his head, 


rejoicing in Izzy's high pitched squeak. 


Ok, so maybe he's seventy five percent evil on a good day, but see the shit he has to put up with daily? 


tll (probably) never drink again 


Author's Notes: 
oh, Duff and his frail strenght of will.. Let me know what you think! 


Bars suck when you're sober, Duff reflects. There's just no way you can be truly appreciative of the glaring 
lights, shitty music, sweaty bodies swatted in glitter and drunken faces with smeared make up on them if 


you're not under the influence of something 


The bar is near bursting with people, and Duff gloomily watches them dance and flirt and make fools of 
themselves from his seat at a corner booth. Not even the leftover adrenalin from a good show is enough to 


make watching people do the Robot like it's cool bearable. 


The idea of breaking his resolution of never getting drunk again seems more tempting by the second, but 
whenever the temptation rises too much all he has to do is remember some of the things he said to Axl on 


the phone the last time he got drunk and the mortification does the trick. 

-Hey, its me again! | was thinking--you think if we fucked long enough we could make a baby? - 

Duf cringes at the blurry memory. 

Yep. Works like a charm. 

It's been weeks since The Incident, and Duff still can't believe it happened. 

No, that's not right. He's drunk so frequently that making a total ass of himself is a possibility any given night, 
so the whole drunk dialing his singer and spilling his perverted machinations to the object of his--frankly 
weird--desire is not something he ever considered beyond him. Actually, he'd been expecting it: he's been 
carrying this thing for Axl pretty much since the moment they met, it was obvious he'd fuck up and spill the 
beans eventually. At least it wasn't face to face, because then he would have probably done more than talking 
and Axl would have left him a eunuch. 

What he really can't believe is that he's still alive. 

Axl's been incredibly gracious about the whole thing, like he's put it behind him and moved on, and Duff is 
suspicious because that's not something Axl would do. Axl doesn't move on, and he's the most ungracious 
person Duff knows. Axl carries grudges from third grade, and some kid stealing his lunch is nothing compared 


to what Duff did. 


Its not that that it was a very terrible thing, but he knows how Axl's mind works. For him, even the slightest 


insinuation or unwanted touch is the most terrible offense, and sure, all Duff did was talk, but he's seen Axl 
knock a guy's teeth for less. The idea of what Duff wanted to do to him alone should have gotten him 
eviscerated| And yet Axl didn't even get mad at him, even if their conversations have been a litle bit awkward 


and they both go through pains to ensure they're never alone in a room together. 


Duff's not sure about it, but the thinks maybe Axl took his anger out on the rest of the band. The guys 
teased him mercilessly about The Incident for about a week, and then suddenly stopped. When Duff subtly 
probes them about it, they pale and avert their eyes. Duff's not sure if he's grateful for whatever terrible 
thing Axl threatened them with or worried that he scarred them for life. 


If he's honest, he's waiting. Axl is, in many ways, like a huge, carnivorous, wild feline, and Duff can't shake the 
feeling that the redhead is merely biding his time, lulling him into a fake sense of safety and then.. when he 
pounces, it won't be pretty, and if he's truthful he actually fears for his physical integrity, because Axl is a 


master of revenge and for all Duff knows he's just taking some time to plan it to perfection 


Maybe he's planning it right now... Duff is thinking, idly drawing lines on the wood of the table with the 
condensation left there by his bottle of beer. Axl doesn't go out with them after the shows anymore, so he's 
up in the hotel right now, lying in bed, planning his revenge, wearing that ratty Aerosmith t-shirt that's more 
holes than shirt and nothing else.. 


He's looking at the table with a spaced-out expression on his face when a long row of shots is slammed on the 
table in front him, startling him out of his reverie. 


"Still in abstinence?" Izzy asks as he plops down next to him. 


"I told you, I'm never drinking again’ Duff says, eyeing the shots like they're about to explode at any moment 
just as Steven and Slash slide opposite from him in the booth. 


"You're drinking right now" Slash points out, signaling Duff's beer. 

"Yeah, but this is it!" 

Steven grins, making a show out of doing a shot "Afraid there'll be another incident?" 

Duff glares darkly at him, but doesn't answer. 

"Dude, the way | see it, the worst has passed" Izzy says, playing with an empty shot glass ". You've been 
fucking wondering what he would do if he ever found out for a long fucking time, and now you know! He did 
nothing. You're still alive" 

Izzy is right. Being around Axl has always been a problem for Duff, that attraction pulling him to the redhead 


like gravity almost impossible to withstand. He's always tried to be subtle about it, but there are moments 
when he thinks he's being stupidly obvious in his lust. He's never tried to hide it from other people, doesn't 


give much of a fuck what people think, but he's always feared what would happen if Axl found out. Axl, with 
his trust issues and religious indoctrination and internalized homophobia and fuckton of bad, bad experiences. 


Now Axl knows, and Axl..doesn't mind. It's actually quite freeing. 
"C'mon, dude, drink your fucking vodka" Slash says, rolling his eyes ", | don't even recognize you sober" 


Throwing caution to the wind, Duff downs one, savoring the burn. God, he's such a drunk He feels better 
already. 


"Come onl" Steven says, tapping the other glasses with his fingers. There must be like a dozen on the table, 
and Duff doesn't know where they came from, or when, exactly, they appeared "You can do better than that" 


Duff shakes his head, sticking to his beer "Alcohol makes me stupid" 


Izzy rolls his eyes “Alcohol just takes away your inhibitions. You're stupid on your own. It's not the alcohol's 


fault that all you want in this world is for Axl to--" 


"Stop talking!" Steven screeches, looking pale and wide eyed, making the other people on the table jump "We 
can't talk about it or tease Duff. He'll kill us!" 


"Axl's not here" Izzy tries to reason, but Steven won't be reached. 

The blonde drummer leans forward and whispers, as if spilling a war secret "He has eyes everywhere" 

Izzy starts rolling his eyes, but then looks over his shoulder and seems to decide the risk is not worth it. 
"What | mean is" Izzy stresses, but he's whispering, like he doesn't want to be overheard by Axl's spies "you 
already fucked up. Axl's not here, and | told the bartender not to let you use the phone. If you do get drunk 
and do something, what's the worst you could do?" 

Duff gazes, distressed, at the row of shots, then at the dance floor, crowded with people doing the Electric 
Slide on wobbly feet and swallows hard. On the one hand, he has his resolution, and on the other, he has a way 
to stop this mind-numbing boredom. But what if he gets drunk again and--? 

-God, Axi, you have the best lps- 


Across from him, Steven elbows Slash on the ribs, hard, and signals at Duff pointedly with his eyes. 


‘Come on!" Slash says, rubbing at the sore spot at the side of his ribcage "What? Are you scared you'll run to 


Axl's side and swoon in his arms? Drink!" 


Motherfucker. 


Duff glares at him as he grabs the first shot and downs it to a loud cheering. 


Fuck if, Duff thinks, reaching for the next one in line. He's not scared. He's been embarrassed enough this past 
few weeks, it's time to stop. Its not the first time he did something stupid and it won't be last, so he might as 


well move on to the next one. With that in mind, he does the whole row, grimacing at the burning in his throat. 


So what if he finally told Axl that he's attracted to him in excruciating detail, after years of keeping the 


secret? He's not ashamed of that. 


He slams the last empty glass on the table to a row of applause, and finally looks up, flushed from all the 


alcohol, grinning and waiting for the buzz to kick in. 


"Duff, my friend" Izzy says, throwing an arm over his shoulder and pulling him close ", this is for your own 


good" 


"What are you--" Duff frowns in confusion, looking around for an explanation. Steven doesn't speak, but he 


points with his finger at the door and Duff groans “Seriously, motherfuckers?" 


Slash grins evilly at him and Duff mourns the nice guy he used to be, but wants to punch him in the face at 
the same time, because there is Axl, and there's no way he suddenly decided to show up. Duff has the worst 
friends in the world 


Axl is in the bar, and he has his hair pulled up in a messy ponytail and fuck, he looks good, so good, the curve 


of his neck so impossibly long and calling for someone to faste it-- 


"Oh, shit" Duff says, stopping that dangerous train of thought and watching Axl make his inexorable way 
towards their table. He looks clean-cut and polished with his glistening white skin and flaming red hair and 
ridiculously tight shirt under the hard lights of the club, surrounded by drunks and sweaty people with 
smeared make up and ridiculous dance moves. He's scowling, which is his default expression, but not even that 


is enough to keep people from trying to paw him as he walks, girls sticking to him like green on grass. Evil, 


slutty green. 


Oh, god. It's happening. Duff has a last, split second of clarity when his stomach drops and he swallows hard, a 
shudder running down his spine and threatening to topple him over. Izzy pats his shoulder comfortingly. 


Then the alcohol kicks in, and there is nothing. 


tonight never happened 


Author's Notes: 
Back to Axl! He's a little confused. here we find out what was happening while Duff was sitting in the bar 
glaring at his beer. Hope you like it! 


"Come oooonl" Steven says through the shower curtain, and he doesn't whine, but its a near thing "One beer! 


Then you can come back up and sleep to your hearts content!" 


"| said no" Axl repeats as he shampoos his hair, not annoyed yet, but steadily getting there "And who the fuck 
says shit like fo your hearts content?" 


Steven ignores him. "But Aaaxlllll You haven't gone out with us in months! 


The way he says the word months makes it sound as though he were saying forever. Axl rolls his eyes, 
uncaring of the fact that there's no one in the shower stall to see him do it. Its the sentiment that counts. 


"Does he have new friends?!" Izzy's voice floats from outside the bathroom "Ask him if he has new friends!" 
"Do you have new friends?" Slash asks obligingly from where he's sitting on the toilet seat. 


"Axl Rose, are you cheating on us?" Steven says, and he almost sounds affronted, He even slaps the shower 


curtain. 


"Nol" Axl says before he can stop himself. Then he pauses to evaluate what he just said and snorts ". And 


please stop watching soap operas, they make you overly dramatic’ 


"He's right. We only have room for one drama queen in this band" Izzy agrees, and his voice sounds closer, he's 


probably leaning on the door. 


"Don't make me go out and beat your punk ass, Stradlin’ Axl says, turning the water off. "Could you pass me a 


towel?" 

A hand reaches inside the curtain proffering a white towel. Axl grabs it. 
"Thank you" 

The hand gives him a thumb up. 


"Seriously, though" Izzy says "You could go out with us tonight" 


Axl sighs as he systematically dries himself and wraps the towel around his waist "Izz, the last time | went 
out with you, you puked in my hair" 


"| told you | loved you after" Izzy points out. 
"| appreciate the sentiment, but it didn't make the stink go away" he says, shoving he curtain open 


A quick surveillance of the room lets him know he longer has privacy. Slash tips his hat at him from the toilet 
seat. Axl would glare at him, but at this point it would make no difference. 


"What are you all doing here?" 


"We want you to go out with us" Steven says, grinning up at him from where he's sitting on the floor on the 


pile of Axl's dirty clothes. 

| don't want to" 

"Why?" 

Axl frowns "I just told you about the puke, didn't 1?" 

"Yeah, but that was just Izzy" Slash says, appealing to logic. Axl raises an eyebrow at him. 

"When you get drunk, you pee in unexpected places" he says "Namely, my girlfriend's purse" 

Slash cringes "I though she wasn't your girlfriend anymore" 

"Not after my friend peed in her purse, no" 

Izzy raises his hands in a conciliatory fashion "Ok, so we're bad drunks, but it's been a long time!" 

"The puking incident was last month" 

Izzy's eye twitches. After a moment of silence, he shrugs at the other two "| got nothing" 

Steven bites his lip and chirps "It's my birthday!", clearly having dug deep in the bag of reasons why Axl 
should want to spend the night watching in horror as he tries to do the Moonwalker again and coming up 


empty handed. 


"No, it's not!" Axl snaps, rubbing at his temple at the puppy look Steven presents him with "God, ok. Ok, I'll go 
to the fucking bar with you. Now go so | can finish" 


Steven rises to his feet with a whoop. 


"You're not lying?" he asks suspiciously "Because you don't have pants right now but | would totally set them 
on fire if youre lying" 


Axl stares, eyes narrowed. 


"Did you just.. threaten me?" he asks, but changes his mind about wanting to know as soon as the words are 
out of his mouth. He shakes his head and curses the choices that got him to this moment "Ugh, it doesn't 
matter. Just get out of the bathroom" 


"But we wanted to see you naked!" Slash whines. 
Axl kicks him "Out!" 


As soon as the door is shut behind the last of the truants he's saddled himself with, he heaves a sigh and 


shakes his head before continuing his sacrosanct post-shower ritual. 


His throat is sore from the singing and his legs ache from running around the stage and he's fatigued from 
flying around the world in circles and losing hours of his life. He's not going to go to the bar, he decides. He's 
going to put on clothes that are old enough to buy their own liquor and he's going to sleep. 


When he walks out of the bathroom, mind made up, he finds Steven sitting on his bed, nonchalantly flicking a 
lighter on and off, the little flame much more threatening than it should be when the drummer has Axl's 
favorite jeans in his other hand. 


Axl's shoulders slump in defeat. 
"Fine" he says "l'm going" 


Steven grins and bounces out of the suite, leaving Axl to wonder how this became his life as he sorts out 


what to wear. 


It's not that he doesn't want to go out with his friends. Well, he doesn't want to gout with them, but that's 
not the actual problem. The problem is that he knows his friend, and he knows that the only reason why they 
would insist on him doing something that he doesn't want to do to the point of extortion is that they're 


planning something 


He shouldn't go along with it. He really shouldn't, because he knows that whatever they're planning has 
something to do with The Incident, and Duff. 


Things have been weird with Duff. Not precisely awkward, but--yeah. Awkward. And not just because 


whenever he hears Duff's voice his brain unfailingly brings up a carefully hand picked selection of some of the 


things he told Axl the night of The Incident in a display of perfect recall memory that would have been handy 


in school but chose to remain dormant until now. 

It's also because whenever he sees Duff his treacherous imagination can't help but itself to work, running 
image after image after image through the screening room of his mind like a porn sampler on full speed, 
prompting him to blush like a moron and stammer and run away. 

Now, Axl is not gay. Not even a little bit. The fact hat he has an overactive imagination has nothing to do with 
his sexual orientation. Nothing at all. And he doesn't like Duff. Well he does like Duff, Duff is his friend. But he 
doesn't like Duff like that 

Then what are you so afraid of?, and annoying voice at the back of his head asks him. Good question 

It doesn't matter what his friends planned. Nothing is going to happen. He's going to the fucking bar, he'll have a 
drink, and then he'll watch them make fools of themselves like he always does. It's about time shit got back to 
normal around here. 

With that in mind, he makes his way to the bar. 

He looks over people's heads and locates his friends sitting in a corner booth, celebrating something. Rolling his 
eyes, he elbows his way through the sweaty, pawing crowd. He scrunches up his nose at the booze and 
cigarette smoke and hormones cocktail that hits him like a freight train, happy he had the foresight to pull his 
clean hair up in a ponytail 

"I think someone grabbed my balls" he announces when he reaches the table, feeling slightly violated as he 
slides to a seat at the only vacated spot on the table which is, of course, next to Duff, who is looking at him 
with his eyes wide and his face paper white. Axl resolves to ignore that. 

Next to him, Izzy chuckles "I didn't know you were such a prude, Ax" 

"Usually I'm not, but | do like some foreplay before someone goes straight for the goods" 

Duff groans like he's been stabbed, letting his head fall forward on the table with a thump. 

1 hate you all'he says with feeling, his voice muffled against the table. 

Axl sighs, letting his gaze fall on the grinning faces of his band mates one by one 

“Alright. What did you do?" 

To their credit, they don't even try to deny being guilty of something, but none of them spill. 


"We had a deal’ Axl says, eyes narrowing to slits ". | don't need to remind any of you what would happen if you 


broke our deal, do |?" 

The collective gulp that statement elicits around the table gives Axl no small amount of satisfaction. 
Izzy regains his voice first "We didn't break the deal" 

"We didn't. We really didn't" Steve says a little frantically. 


They didn't. Axl is confident enough in his abilities in the threatening department that he knows they wouldn't 


dare. 


"Drink this" Slash says, clearing his throat, sliding him a tall glass of something that looks like it should be 


served in smaller doses with five shots of something else arranged around it ". You'll need it" 


Axl eyes him suspiciously at the cryptic statement, but he takes a sip from the glass. Whiskey. Good whiskey. 


Damn, that's smooth. 
Axl decides to let his friends off the hook in favor of savoring his drink. 


Duff remains with his head on the table for the next hour, not contributing to the conversation going on 
around him in anything but affronted grunts and the occasional declaration of profound loathing. Axl wonders 
what's up with Duff that he has such a need to express hatred whenever he gets drunk. The last time, he 


called Axl solely to let him know that he was a dick and he hated him, but it wasn't until after that that the 
whole thing went off the rails-- 


You have the best lips-- 


Shit. Backtrack, backtrack. Axl drinks some more whiskey to moist his suddenly dry mouth, eyes widening at 
noticing that he drank half the thing already. Damn it. 


Slash and Steven are the first to disappear, lured to the dance floor by some girls with short dresses and 


shrill voices. 


| hate them" Duff says again, raising his head from the table to knock back one of Axl's shots. There's a red 
spot on his forehead from being pressed to the table. 


"Did you know that hatred is a poison?" Izzy asks conversationally, more than slightly drunk himself. 
"| don't care" Duff says, reaching for another shot ". | hate you, too" 
"I think you've had enough" Axl says, tapping Duff's hand. He's pleasantly buzzed himself. And even though he 


remembers why he was worried about seeing Duff tonight he can't get himself to care quite so much 


anymore. 


Duff is not a lightweight drinker by any means, but he does have a tendency to go beyond his threshold and 
not knowing when to stop. Axl finds out about this when, after knocking back the shot anyway, Duff giggles and 
falls into Axl's lap to steal a hug. Ok. 

"Get off me. Now," Axl says, careful to keep his voice this side of friendly annoyed and not out there in the 
realm of threatening. Izzy gave him a talk about that a few months ago after he made one of the interns 
from the label cry. 

"You scare me, but | like you," Duff replies. On the other side of him, Izzy chokes on his beer. 

"I think that's my cue to go" Izzy says, contorting out of the booth with a grin, the fucking traitor. 

"Izzy!" Axl hisses, unable to move with a lapful of Duff. 


"Hey, you'll be ok" his ex-best friend says, ". Just don't punch him unless he crosses the line" 


"You want to punch me?" Duff asks, looking at him like a puppy someone swatted on the nose repeatedly with a 


rolled up newspaper. Axl splutters, and Izzy uses his momentary distraction to vanish into the crowd. 


"I don't want to punch you" Axl says with a sigh. The alcohol's made him mellow, and he doesn't feel like being 
mean right now. 


Duff smiles, properly reassured, and Axl softens a bit, because Duff sounds happy. He realizes that he's never 
really seen Duff happy. Sure, the kid gets excited over everything from new guitar picks to marshmallows, but 
Duff's default mood seems to just be ‘good: 


"You smell awesome," Duff says seriously, and then smashes his face against Axl's chest as he loses balance, 
and now it's weird. 


"Thanks, | think," Axl says, but he wraps an arm around Duff to prevent him from falling face first on the 


floor. 

Apparently, Duff can purr like a cat. A very large, very blonde cat. A very blonde cat that's sucking a kiss to 
the hollow between Axl's collarbones, eliciting a shiver, and would you look at that? They found the line. And 
Duff just crossed it. 

Axl forces himself not to panic. 


"Ok" he squawks ". Come on, Duff. Get off" 


Duff whines "But I'm good" 


"You're drunk" Axl says, trying to push him away. Duff is deceptively heavy 
"You're warm," Duff purrs into Axl's shoulder. 


His wicked tongue darts out to lick a long stripe in the place Axl's shoulder meets his neck and a hand starts 


to sneak under Axl's shirt. Axl's heartbeat spikes up. 

Like floodgates opening, tumbling into Axl's brain come all the thoughts he's been carefully locking away these 
past few weeks. He imagines in stark, vivid clarity every single thing Duff told him he'd do, all the things he 
sounded so fucking eager to do, like he thought about it all the time, like he dreamt about it-- 

Íd make it so good for you-- 


His face burns as a shiver rushes up his spine the second Duff's long fingers brush his skin, Duffs breath 
against his shoulder raising goose bumps all over his flesh and this night is not going right at all. 


Axl captures the errant hand, gritting his teeth against his body's unwanted responses. 
‘Go dance" he orders, trying to control his breathing and praying Duff won't protest. 


"Ok!" Duff perks up, but as he rises to his feet he grabs Axl's arm and drags him along like a rag doll, the feel 
of Duff's fingers wrapped around his wrist like a burning brand. 


What the fuck is wrong with him? 
Axl grabs a shot on the way to the dance floor because there are Slash and Izzy doing the Egypcian Walk and 


Steve talking to a wall, and Duff looks back at him with a grin and Axl's heart is thumping against his ribcage 
and he's gonna need a lot more alcohol if he's going to pretend that fonight never happened. 


Hungover With Heartless 


Author's Notes: 
Its raining and | have a final tomorrow and | don't wanna study anymore, so here's an incredibly early updatelll 
Awkwardness ahoy ll 


He wakes up with hair in his nose and his mouth buried against soft skin hidden behind a delicate ear, his arm 
thrown over Axl like it belongs there, and for the first four or five minutes he doesn't panic about his 
erection. He presses his lips against warm skin and inhales sweat and the mustiness from the pillow, languid and 
heavy with too much sleep. He tries to remember the last time he felt so calm, even despite the headache. 


Must've been years and years ago, because nothing comes to mind. Maybe when he was a kid. 


But then the panic starts settling in, kicking up its feet and making itself at home in Duff's chest. His eyes 
widen like plates, catching only a mosaic of red from Axl's hair and white from his neck, and he tries to 


hyperventilate in silence. 


He rummages through his memories for an explanation for the position he currently finds himself in and draws 
a complete blank. How did this happen? How did he get here? Why is he naked? And, most importantly, why THE 
FUCK is Ax/ naked? 


Well, maybe he's not naked. Maybe he just /ooks like he's naked, with the sheet covering only his lower body, 
but Axl's naked torso is enough to fuel Duff's treacherous imagination and make his body stir further yet and 


no. No no no no no. 


Its one thing to think things about a friend, maybe call him in a drunken moment of stupidity and suicidal 
tendencies and tell him about those things, but its another thing entirely to actually press your erection into 
the small of his back while he's sleeping. Time to make a strategic retreat, Duff decides. 


Which is, of course, when he realizes he's not the only one currently draped all over a friend in an 
inappropriate manner, and what he originally thought was a heavy comforter thrown over his back and waist is 
actually someone's body. He confirms it by knocking his elbow back, hard. His comforter groans in pain, and 
Duff jerks up so fast his head lurches with it and his mysterious bed companion falls to the side with a yelp. 
Axl doesn't stir, which means he must be dead and there is a God in this universe. 


"What the fuck?" Duff hisses. Izzy clutches his head and makes a signal for him to keep the volume down 
"What happened?" 


‘Be cool," Izzy whispers, looking a bit ruffled himself "m thinking" 


He certainly does look like he's thinking, hard, a crease appearing between his eyes. At least he's not naked. Well, 


not Fofally naked, like Duff is and Axl appears to be (don't go there don't go there don't don't don't). Izzy still 
has his shirt on, at least, even if Duff doesn't dare check if he has underwear. Instead, he just stares at the 
crease between Izzy's eyebrows and wills him to come up with an explanation for these sleeping arrangements 


that won't get them eviscerated. 


He also eyes the window, and weights his chances of survival if he uses it as a makeshift escape route. 


They're only twelve floors up, after all. 


After making a cursory evaluation of the evidence at hand and weighting every possibility, Izzy grins 
sheepishly. 


"Threesome?" he says with a one sided shrug, and he doesn't even look like he's sorry they're both going to die. 
‘Oh my god" Duff moans as softly as possible. He'd smother himself with a pillow if he weren't so afraid of 
moving. He considers biting his tongue in half and allowing himself to bleed out "No. No no no no. That didn't 


happen. There has to be another explanation" 


"l dont see any other explanation" |zzy scratches his head and peers at Axl over Duff's shoulder "He does look 


kind of worn out, even if youre the one thats in the middle" 

Worn out? h the middle? 

"Shut up. For all that is holy, just shut up" Duff says, feeling ill and only partly because he has a killer hangover. 
He crawls over Izzy to get out of bed and as far away as possible, intentionally digging his knee in the other's 
ribs and hoping it fucking Aurts He's a little relieved to find he's still wearing his boxers, even though that 
doesn't necessarily mean anything. Just that he dragged them back on after--after--- 


He groans, grabbing a blanket and pulling it tight around himself. 


"What was it you said last night, zz?" he hisses viciously "The worst has happened? Alcohol just takes away your 
inhibitions?" 


lzzy winces "l--" 


"l was never gonna drink again!" Duff moans to the ceiling ‘Life was gonna be so easy! Now were tucked Sooo 


fucked. The second he wakes up, the band is over, and you and I are dead meat" 


"Hs not like we forced hm or anything" zzy reasons, but he gingerly rises from the bed and as far away from 
Axl as possible "He was drunk too" 


Duff glares at him "You made hm come to the bar! You got me drunk! God, you're the worst friends in the 
world!" 


Izzy at least has the sense not to argue. Instead, he rubs a hand over his face and closes his eyes for a 


moment, arguably collecting neurons. 

"Ok, ok" he whispers . We can still fix this. We get out before he wakes up, and last night never, ever happened" 
Duff snorts. 

"This is my room!" 


There's no way Axl's gonna think he just casually decided to sleep in Duff's room, even if they are good 
friends, and they can't carry Axl back to his room without waking him up. 


"Fuck, Hi have to move to another country, won't I?" Duff sighs in resignation, looking his fill of Axl's sleeping 
form ‘Hl have to change my name and dye my hair--" 


"l always thought you looked better with blue hair than blond" Izzy comments. 


Duff gives him a glare that would have peeled the skin off of men that hadn't grown up with Axl Rose and his 


vitriolic Glare of Doom. 
"Yoy--" 


"Shut up already, will you? No one has to move anywhere" the lump that Duff had hoped was Axl's dead body 


snaps. 
Duff cringes, but turns to look at him nonetheless. 


He's awake, sitting up on the bed and still looking like he's not wearing anything under that sheet as he gives 
them the afore mentioned Glare of Doom, with the flaring nostrils and everything. Duff must have invoked it. 


"Also, a fuck and run? That's low even for you, Stradlin. | thought we were friends" 


Izzy makes a gesture encompassing the three of them and their various states of undress "Apparently, we're 


closer than ever now" 


This moment has become so surrealistic one would need Salvador Dali to properly capture it. The window is 


looking better and better by the second. 


"There was no threesome" Axl says, pressing a finger to his temple "Nothing happened. You were both wasted, 
so | was bringing Duff to his room and then | was gonna take you to yours. Duff wouldn't let go of my arm 
and |--hum" his eyes fall on Duff but then skitter away. Duff clutches his sheet tighter. Axl continues "I had 
promised | wouldn't punch you. | didn't think Izzy would find his way to his room so | told him to crash here. 


That's it" 
Izzy's eyes narrow "And our clothes?" 


"Yeah, they're in the hallway" Axl says, flushing with second hand embarrassment and obviously barely keeping 
a smile under control ". You-hum-had a competition. Who could take their clothes off while doing cartwheels" 


Silence. 
"Oh" Duff says, trying hard not to picture what that must have looked like. 


"Who won?" Izzy asks, crawling back on the bed and under the covers. It seems now that the situations been 


cleared up Axl's once again part of his comfort zone and he no longer needs to keep the distance. 


"Well, neither of you managed a cartwheel, if that's what you mean" Axl says with a chuckle, and that must 


be a trick of the light and not a blush high on his cheeks-- 


‘Must have been a good show" Izzy sighs, throwing an arm over his face. "No offense, Rosie darling, but I'm so 
relieved we didn't fuck" 


Axl snorts, crossing his arms over his chest. Duff can't stop staring "Like there was ever any chance I'd fuck 


you j 


"Hey!" Izzy snaps indignantly, sitting up from his lying position to glare candidly at Axl, who is completely 
impervious to everything except maybe actual fire ". What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


"You're like my brother” Axl points out. 
Izzy considers this, and shrugs. 


"I'm hot" he states, waggling his eyebrows suggestively "You think | couldn't make you forget the fraternal 
feelings, sugar?" 


Axl raises an eyebrow at him, allowing his hand to slowly wander up Izzy's arm as he stretches luxuriously on 


the bed, never breaking eye contact as the sheet shifts a little to expose more of his smooth chest. 


Izzy's expression of pure, unadulterated horror is priceless. He scrambles as far away as he can on the bed 
and shudders and gags. 


"Yeah, ok" he admits, pale as a ghost and not looking at Axl ". That was all kinds of wrong. | feel dirty now, 
thank you" 


"You're welcome" Axl says with a satisfied smirk, laying back with his arms behind his head and closing his 


eyes, the picture of comfortable relaxation. 
In Duff's bed. 


‘lm taking a shower" Duff mumbles, opening his dry mouth for the first time in long minutes and tearing his 
eyes away from Axl's body through sheer force of will 


‘Don't fake too long" Axl calls out, his voice still scratchy form sleep, and it sounds so much like something an 
eager lover would say that Duff can't help but conclude the motherfucker does this on purpose. 


He grunts and locks himself up in the bathroom, dropping the sheet on the floor and stepping into the shower. 


Now that the fear of imminent death by dismemberment is gone, his mind goes straight to the remembered 
sensation of having Axl so close to him, miles and miles of smooth, flawless skin pressed against his own 


everywhere but where he wanted it most-- 


He cuts of that that train of thought at once. Axl and Izzy are outside in his room, both of them probably 
half asleep in his bed, and these are not the moments to allow his imagination to run away with him, He turns 
the water as cold as it'll go and welcomes the icy needles of it on his skin, washing away sweat and sleep and 


alcohol and sheer want, leaving him numb. 


Sometimes, like today, he feels envious of Izzy and the way he's just so comfortable around Axl. He's the only 
person Duff knows that isn't in the least bit affected. Maybe it's the fact that they grew up together, and 
Izzy was able to slowly build up a resistance to Axl's intoxicating presence. The man seems completely 


impervious to Axts allure, that strange pull of his that defies gender preconceptions and personal beliefs. 


Duff is not gay. He did his share of fooling around with girls and boys in school, enjoyed himself thoroughly, 
and considers himself an equal opportunity kind of guy. Look halfway decent, have a few neurons that rub 
together and he's yours for the asking, regardless of gender or race. He prides himself in this, the same way 
he prides himself on the fact that he's not the kind of guy who has crushes. He's just not. The sheer idea of 
unrequited love feels alien to him, silly and childish. The thought of pining for someone you can't have seems 


stupid to him, when there's just so many people out there who are, in fact, in reach. 


Which is why this whole thing with Axl has crossed every line Duff has, every idea of himself he's 
constructed. He's pining, for fuck's sake. Like a fucking fifteen year old. And for a guy who's not only ramrod 
straight but is also absurdly proud of this, and violent too. It's stupid, and it's pointless, and he has to stop. 
This has gone way too far. 


Now that he's relaxing, he realizes his head is throbbing, and the cold on his temple is like a soothing balm. 
When he's done washing himself and feels like facing the scene in his bedroom, he turns the water off and 


pulls the curtain aside. 


Just as he's drying his chest with the hotel issued white, fluffy towel, Axl barges inside the bathroom, the 


picture of nonchalance in boxer shorts and a ratty t-shirt. 
"Axl!" Duff squeaks, holding on to the towel in front of himself for dear life and feeling bare. Axl rolls his eyes. 


"Nothing I've never seen before" he says, going straight for the sink He turns the knob and gathers water in 
his hands, bringing it up to splash his face. 


This is precisely what Duff was talking about! Its not unusual for Axl to walk around half naked around them, 
since he doesn't mind being exposed in front of hundreds of people on stage, and that's not normal And those 
fucking off-handed commentaries! How's a guy expected to keep a perfectly cool when faced with a half-naked 
redheaded menace that's perfectly comfortable with his body and seems confident of his--? 

(Don't go there dont go no no no no no) 


Duff forces himself to ignore him and starts drying himself in earnest, preparing to flee his own bathroom. 


"You won, you know" Axl comments, tying his hair back in a ponytail again. His face is wet, droplets of water 


dripping from his chin and down on his chest, slipping underneath the collar of his shirt and down-- 


Duff frowns for a second, and then it downs on him what Axl's talking about. He can practically feel the blood 


draining from his face with a swishing sound. 

"The competition in the hallway?" he swallows "With the clothes and the cartwheels?" 
Well, neither of you managed a cartwheel, if that's what you mean--- 

Seriously, how much humiliation is a man expected to bear before he explodes? 


Axl laughs, drying his face with a hand towel "Well. At least you're not a stubborn drunk. | just had to tell you 


to put your underwear back on once and you did it" 

Duff groans and loses the will to live. He just stands there, dripping miserably on the mat and the sheet he 
discarded earlier, begging to any deity that'll listen to let him spontaneously combust just so he doesn't have 
to deal with this situation anymore. 

Axl makes a clucking sound. He plops the towel he's holding over Duff's head and begins to rub vigorously. 
"HEY," Duff squawks, coming out of his embarrassment induced trance, "| can do it myself, you know!" 

He tries to twist away, but Axl is deceptively strong and he laughs and continues to dry Duff's hair, standing 


on tiptoes to try and keep his head in place. Axl pulls the towel off of Duff's head and snickers, earning a good 


scowl as the ruffled blond looks in the mirror. 


Axl snickers like a schoolboy. 


"What do you expect, you just tried to rub it all off of my scalp," Duff mutters, trying to put his hair into 
some semblance of order. The fine strands are always hard to manage, frizzing up and making him look like 
some kind of wild cat unless he's specially careful with them. 


"You look like a surprised dandelion," Axl says, highly amused with himself and his perfectly straight, perfectly 


tame long hair. 


"You're a bastard,” Duff snorts, combing fingers through his hair. Its all tangled and weird, he'll have to wash 


it again-- 
"Big baby’ Axl mutters, swatting Duff's hands away and replacing them with his own. 


Duff freezes in an awkward position, with his neck bent forward towards Axl, He feels acutely aware of the 
fact he's only wearing a towel around his waist, and the Killing Joke shirt Axl is wearing is one of his own as 
he feels long fingers comb through his hair and watches Axl's blue-in-green eyes blur so near his own, his lips 


parted in concentration-- 


The hands in his hair freeze, Axl apparently having noticed their closeness at he same time as he. Duff 
swallows, heartbeat spiking up, when Axl's eyes shift to his own, wide and smoldering, and his lip part and he 


gasps, breath warm and so, so close-- 


"Does the sudden silence mean you're making out?!" Izzy's voice floats to them from the bedroom, causing 
them to jump apart and scramble away. In his haste, Duff nearly falls back into the shower, but manages to 
catch himself by relinquishing his hold on his towel to grab the shower curtain His towel lowers threateningly 
over his hipbones a little bit, but stays put. 


Axl's eyes are wide and alarmed, but then he scowls, dragging his eyes away from Duff and rummaging 


through the bathroom cabinets to occupy himself "Shut the fuck up, Izzy!" 


The tips of his ears are red and Duff thinks he'll run away now, and he's relieved because he feels exposed 
and Axl's proximity is not good for his sanity and-- 


"Don't move" Axl says, squirting gel into his hands and shoving them back in Duffs hair, pulling him down 
forcefully to his height, because of course. 


He's Axl. Running away now would be admitting they just had a Moment that affected him, and in the world of 
Axl that is unacceptable. 


Testing the waters, Duff takes a step closer into Axl's space. Axl grits his teeth against the blush that stains 
his cheeks but doesn't recoil, the entirety of his attention concentrated on combing Duff's wild hair into 


submission. 


Duff's lips twitch into a smile. 


Well, well, well. Maybe this crush thing is not entirely pointless, after all 


temporary insanity 


Author's Notes: 
Back to Axl, and his thoughts on the night that never happened.. 


Its not so much the sight of Duff's face inches from his own that makes Axl's pulse speed up and his eyes 


widen. 


No. The proximity is nothing, he can deal with it. The lingering looks, the awkward silences... he can deal with 
those too. Hell, he's been dealing with them for a long while. 


No. What makes his eyes widen and his heart race and his face heat up is the fact that now he knows. 


He's always known. In an offhand, peripheral way, that Duff has a thing for him. It's always been there, in the 
way Duff's brown eyes linger and want too much. But it's always been easy to handle, in the sense that Duff 
was never that obvious about it, and Axl is good at ignoring the things in his life he doesn't want to address. 


Things were ok. Great, even. 
And then Duff had to go and fuck it up. 


He had to get wasted and pick up the phone and make that fucking call Nothing's been the same since The 


Incident, and everything is now swathed in piles and piles of awkwardness. 


But thats still not it. That's still not the reason why Axl ducks out of Duffs bathroom as soon as possible, 
running away from the room at top speed and ignoring Izzy's smug grin from where he's curled up on the bed 


looking like a cat that got the cream and feline worship reinstated in Egypt, the traitorous fucker. 


He does grab a shoe from the floor and throws it at his head as he slips the pair on, relishing in the half 
surprised, half pained yelp he gets when the projectile hits home. The ricochet even lands the shoe close 
enough at hand that he doesn't have to detour from his escape too much to retrieve it and slip it on, smirking 
because wiping smugness off of Izzy's face is the fuel of his happiness and has always been. He feels better 


already. 


The real reason, Axl reflects, thinking back on the blurry memories he has of the night before as he rushes 
down the hallway considerably less clothed than he was last night, is that Duff made the mistake of telling 
him, but Axl made the mistake of asking him what he wanted. 


That was it, right there. Duff made the mistake of telling him and Axl made the mistake of asking for more 
detail, like he was fucking interested or something, which he isn't. Just let it go, Axl, just forget the whole 
fucking thing, that's what you should have done, but no. 


Instead, he let Duff drag him out to the dance floor in the crowded bar, alcohol fussing up his thought process 
and making Duff's hand around his wrist feel perfectly in place, even when his heart was beating like crazy and 


his skin was tingling in anticipation of something 


He knew he was supposed to be angry, because his friends probably had everything to do with the fact that 
Duff was drunker than a barrel full of monkeys, and he himself had been supplied with just enough alcohol to 
make him mellow but not enough to make him feel like he'd been gotten drunk to accommodate their evil plans 


without making it too suspicious. 


In fact, he found that he'd been given just enough to make him be perfectly ok with Duff's arm sliding around 
his waist and pulling him flush against Duff 's chest for a dance. Enough for him not to be aware of the world 
around them. Of how he must have looked smooched up against his stupidly tall friend as they swayed 
awkwardly too some crappy song, each person around them too caught up in their own worlds of drunken 


righttimes to look. 


He put distance between them with a laugh, though, because Duff was really unsteady on his feet and very 
close to making them both tumble to the floor. He looked up to see Duff looking at him with a weird expression 
on his face, his earlier wide grin completely wiped away and--Duff doesn't look serious. Duff is a smiler, but he 


wasn't smiling then. 
"You're so pretty" he said seriously. 


He's so absolutely wasted that Axl can't even be mad at him for the girly adjetive, but since his earlier 
appraisal of one of Axl's qualities had left him with a nose shaped indentation on his chest and a mark on his 
shoulder, Axl cautiously tried to put some more distance between them only for another long arm to snake 


around him. This was mildly annoying to him, but not precisely uncomfortable. 


"How drunk are you, exactly?" Axl asked, still feeling pleasantly buzzed and unaware of how the situation was 
slowly but inexorably sliding into disaster. He figured now they were no longer sitting down and he could run 


away whenever he needed to there was no need to worry. 


‘Only a little," Duff promised with a little nod. "I just thought that you should, you know. | mean, you should 
know” 


"Nice!" Steven said from somewhere in the background. Axl can't really remember where the voice came from. 
It was like his whole world was concentrated on looking up at Duff and he didn't have enough neurons rubbing 


together at the time to do a correct scanning of his surroundings "You manned up, McKagan! Good job!" 


"| manned up," Duff repeated to Axl, equally blind to outside occurrences and probably thinking those words had 
been his idea. He straightened to his full height, squared his shoulders. Puffed out his cheeks with a deep 


exhale ". Izzy said | had to man up, so | had a drink and | manned up" 


Axl's lips quirked into a smile, amused exasperation and resignation twisting together somewhere in his 


stomach. "I see that. Lots of drinks, it looks like." 


Duff nodded. And then let out a deep breath, bracing himself against Axl because the world was probably 
spinning. "Lots. And lots." 


"This will end in disaster," Slash commented gleefully, yelling to be heard over the crappy music. "Disaster" 


"This won't end in disaster," Duff promised Axl earnestly. The Golden Retriever comparisons came to mind quite 


easily at the sight "I mean. I'm drunk, and all. But it won't." 


Axl bit his lip, drunk enough to be smiling still but not drunk enough to not know he shouldn't have been 
smiling, he should have been backing off and running the fuck back to the hotel. "You planning on making a 


move, Mckagan?" 
Why did he say that? Whats wrong with him? 


Duff thought about this. "| feel like | should," he said. And then, because Axl looked expectantly at him, he 
groped for something to say, a move to make. After a few moments of consideration, all he could come up 
with was: "I got nothing." 


"What do you want?" Axl asked, because--well, he was curious. And he figured that, since he wasn't a cat, he 


should be ok. This was, of course, the alcohol talking. 


On present tense, Axl groans and presses the heels of his hands against his closed lids as if he wanted to push 
his eyes back inside his skull, and maybe like that he would be able to get rid of the mages He's aware of the 
fact he must look like a crazy person, covering his face with his hands as he walks down the hallway of the 
hotel wearing boxers and a shirt he stole from Duff. Duffs shirt And this is all his fault. He's going fucking 
crazy and it's all his fault. 


Because Axl asked him, and Duff fold him. 


He pulled Axl close and held him tight and told him exactly what it was he wants to do to him, talking low and 
urgent with his mouth pressed to the side of Axl's head, warm breath ghosting his ear, almost like he didn't 
really want Axl to hear, but Axl had asked, so he had to tell. That's the kind of strange logic that rules Duff 
when he's drunk, the same logic that tells him he should call people to tell them he hates them but he want to 


screw them anyway. 


And its one thing to have a voice at the end of the line saying things to you, it's one thing to have the tinny 
sound of words coming to you through the phone, and it's another thing altogether to feel Duff's arms around 
him, the urgent pounding of his heart and his breath panting against his temple, the corner of his eyes, his 


ear. 


n" 


- -what | want fo do fo you, you'd never let me - but Id, Id just put my mouth on you, youd lke that, ld get 
on my knees and fucking suck you, Axl, deep and wet and so fucking good--" 


Axl bit down hard on the instinct to breathe a little deeper, his heart beating like a hammer against his 
ribcage and suddenly the protective bubble that allowed him to feel completely safe shattered and he found 
himself trying to get the fuck away. "Duff, I'm, I'm not-" 


| know you're not. Fuck, | know-/ know, but--" 


But the muttering continued, the long stream of consciousness and Axl could only stand there in horrified 
fascination, staring somewhere at the lights over Duff's shoulder, drunk on booze and the smell of pot in the 
air and the shitty music and Duffs heat and Duff's voice. When he finally managed to tune in to the words, he 
couldn't seem to stop listening, couldn't close his mouth properly, couldn't even swallow, his throat gone paper- 


dry at what Duff was saying, because what Duff was saying was -- 


"--you could have me, Id let you - fuck, | want you to - ld get myself open for you, wet lke a girl, Axe, youd 
never know the difference, its just somewhere to stick it, right. Itd be tight, tight and deep, cos | don't - I don't do 
that a lot, but for you - Id make it good for you, | swear--" and Duff did swallow, hard and nervous, "--close 
your eyes or whatever you wanted, wouldn't have to worry about me, trust me, wouldn't have to touch me like 


that, Ive got hands, but you could just, just do it -- " 


"D-Duff! Axl half stammered, half yelped, finally managing to get his mouth to work properly. He didn’t like to 
sound of his voice as soon as it came out. It's sounded like the tone of voice his mother used to use to say 


his name when she found herself completely appalled by her terrible child's new perversion 


His head jerked spastically to the side, which was a stupid thing to do, because then Duff's mouth migrated 
from where it was pressed to the side of Axl's head and made it over his cheek, his nose, his mouth--not 
even a kiss, really. Just an clumsy, open mouthed clash that caused Axl's brain to short circuit, his breath 


rushing out in a gust and leaving him dizzy, dizzier, clutching at Duff wherever he could reach. 


"l'm not--" he whispered, but lost track of what he was saying when Duff nipped at his lips, the world tilting a 
little to the side. his heart was beating so hard he was surprised the music could still be heard over the 
heavy thumping. 


| know that" Duff muttered before pulling away, and Axl told himself that he swayed forward because he lost 


his balance, not because he tried to capture Duff's lips again 


He swallowed, blinked, and looked up. The serious look was gone from Duff's face, that little edge of desperation 


wiped off, and he was grinning again ". Dance with me?" 


Axl said yes, glad that he wasn't saying yes to anything else, and they swayed awkwardly from side to side in 
the middle of the dance floor while Duff held on like he was about to be swept out to sea, and Axl tried to 
imagine he was dancing with a girl, which only lead to imagining Duff, motherfucking Duff, open and wet like a 


girl for him, just like he said, and wondering what the churning in the pit of his stomach really meant, and why 
he can't get the image out of his head, even when he carrie on with the routine, rounding up his friends two 


at a time and dragging them to their rooms. 


Or this morning, when he woke up to the feeling of Duff draped around his back and didn't push him away, just 


snuggled closer and fell back asleep. 


Even now, awake, clear headed and sober and looking at the door of his hotel room, despairing over whether he 
should go in or not because he knows at least one of his so called friends is in there, ready to mock him to 


within an inch of his life and then he'll have to kill them and spend the rest of his life in jail. 


On the other hand, he figures at this point he has enough evidence to plead justifiable homicide. Axl perks up 
at that, placing his hand on the doorknob. 


If he stabs them over twenty-six times with a makeshift blade, paired with last night's events, he might even 
be able to plead temporary insanity. 


mucho problema 


Author's Notes: 
Back to our dandelion and his thoughts on the night that never happened.. 


Duff is brushing his teeth, headachy but cheered up by the fact that he can still feel the ghost of Axl's 
fingers against his scalp, the sight of a blush high on his sculpted checks burned to his retinas, when it 
happens. Like a kick to the head, he remembers. 


Axis skin against his lips. Axi's chest pressed up against his. The smell of his hair. Axis mouth Hs heartbeat. And 
he'd do anything for this, anything to get those hands on him, it doesnt matter-- 


"--you could have me, Id let you - fuck, | want you to - ld get myself open for you, wet lke a girl, Axe, youd 


never know the difference--" 


"Oh, for fuck's sake!" he snaps, throwing his toothbrush at his own reflection. It of course bounces back to hit 
him on the forehead and then falls to the floor, possibly in a puddle, because that's his life. 


"Everything all right in there. Duffy?" Izzy's voice floats into the bathroom, all mocking concern, but Duff 


doesn't even have the strength to be mad at him anymore. 


"No" he sighs, letting his forehead collide with the cool surface of the mirror and closing his eyes ". Everything 
is not alright" 


The memories return to him all at once, but he's desensitized to them by now. Feeling mortified gets old, after 


all, and if he's going to ridicule himself so often then he better start taking this shit in stride. 


Oh, god, what did he do? Did he really tell Axl all that? Is he really so pathetic that let those words slip away 
from him and directly into Axl's ear? Did he really try to strike that deal? Use me up like some cheap whore, 


you can pretend Im someone else, never mind you don't have to pay me? 


He pulls his forehead away from the mirror a few inches and lets it fall forward again, hoping something 


cracks, either his reflection or his skull. At this point, he's not picky. 


Well, at least he didn't tell Axl that he wants to fuck him through the mattress, or any other convenient 
surface for that matter, and make him scream like no one's ever heard him scream before. Drunken Duff has 
half a brain, at least, and a shred of self-preservation instinct. He's quite sure that Axl wouldn't have reacted 
so peacefully and understandingly to that notion, especially since Duff's drunken brain tends to be so fucking 
graphic. 


"- -what | want to do to you, youd never let me - but Id, Id just put my mouth on you, youd lke that, ld get 
on my knees and fucking suck you, Axl, deep and wet and so fucking good--" 


Duff groans pitifully. So pathetic. 


No wonder Axl's being so nice about the whole thing. Duff must look like some sad three legged puppy with no 
self esteem to him, and he's always had a soft spot for dogs that gaze up at him adoringly. 


Duff snorts at the image. And he'd thought The Incident had been bad. At least then all he had afterwards 
were words, uttered in a mumbled, drunken haze and lost into the wire of a phone. Axl hadn't actually been 
there, even if he had heard all the things that spilled from Duff's mouth, unbidden and condemning. 

This time, though..this time he has more than his own words left of the night that was never supposed to 
happen. This time he has the feeling of Axl's body pressed up against his and the way he shivered, full body 
quivering with it, when Duff had sucked a kiss to his collarbone-- 

His waist between Duff's arms as they danced awkwardly- 

His hair, bangs coming out of the ponytail to tickle at Duff's cheek- 

His fists gripping at Duff's clothes tightly as his heart thumped and his breath came out in pants - 

His lips, soft and perfect, barely there and almost surreal-- 

"Duff, please, if you'd put you boxers back on, that would be great" Axl said while he picked up a giggling Izzy from 
the floor and shoved his limp arm back into his shirt while the cleaning lady frowned at them and told Axl that a 
nice boy lke him shouldnt have friends like that, that they were mucho problema 

"This one is the evil mastermind" Axl said, propping zzy on the wall and trying to keep him in a standing position 
while he shoved his other limp arm in the shirt none too gently ". Im thinking about setting him on fire and smoking 
the ashes" 

‘And the other one?" the lady asked, finally taking pity and holding Izzy up while Axl dressed him. 


"Well" Axl himmed, looking over at Duff, who'd already slipped his underwear back on as per instruction and was 
sitting on the floor, gazing up at Axl adoringly " He's house trained, at least" 


| hate you" Duff says, unsure if he's saying it to his reflection or to Izzy's presence somewhere behind him. 
‘Someday, you'll thank me" Izzy says breezily. He's probably inspecting his nails, the fucker. 


Duff doesn't open his eyes because he's afraid that if he looks at Izzy right now he'll tear his throat out with 


his newly brushed teeth. 
‘| hate you so much' he says, and Izzy has the gall to laugh. 


"Come onl" Izzy says, clapping him on the back. Duff growls a little and the hand is removed, but Izzy is not 
deterred ". You shared a bed with him! Thats progress" 


‘| was drunk’ Duff says, spitting out the word like it's poison "I was drunk and | told him he had to stay or / 


would eat my hair. You were there, remember?" 
Izzy chuckles. He chuckles 
Duff opens one bleary eye to glare at him through the mirror and he stops, clearing his throat. 


"Yeah, well, maybe that wasn't exactly progress" he says reasonably ", but the fact that you're not dead right 


now is totally progress" 


There is a pause in which Duff evaluates the pros and cons of eviscerating Izzy with a nail clipper, and realizes 


there's no way they won't know he was the one who did it. 
"| hate you so much" 


"Hey" Izzy says ", I'll have you know that last night you made a pretty clear move on him, and he didn't push 
you away. In the land of Axl, that's as good as a declaration of undying gay love" 


Duff winces "Don't say gay love" 

He can almost hear Izzy's eyes rolling "Ok. Love" 

"don't say love" 

Izzy groans in frustration, prompting Duff to open his eyes and look at his reflection. Once he sees he has 
Duff's attention, he throws his hands up in the air theatrically. High schools in Lafayette must have killer 
drama clubs. 

"Ok. Look" Izzy says, making eye contact with him through the mirror ". You're not dead, ok? You're not 
castrated. You haven't even been mauled beyond recognition--Duff" he grins, shaking his head in what must be 
disbelief ", you know what that means?" 


"What does that mean?" Duff sighs, recognizing that Izzy won't speak unless he asks. 


‘It means’ and he even pauses for effect, grin stretching wide "that he's curious!" 


Duff stares at Izzy's reflection with a frown. 


Curious. Axl is curious Like a kid staring at a chimp through the bars of the cage in the zoo as it tries to peel 


a banana with it's feet. Curious 
That doesn't make him feel better at all. 


"Oh, god, he's curious!" he exclaims without enthusiasm ". l'm so happy | want to do cartwheels--no, wait. | 


already got convinced to try that last night" 
Izzy laughs at him again, and the drawer where the nail clippers are is more and more tempting by the second. 


"Come onl" Izzy says, dropping a hand on his shoulder and this time leaving it there " Cheer up. You copped a 
feel and gave him something to think about" he shrugs ". That's about as much as you could do" 


And its true, in a way. In a way, its better now. Sure, he's horribly embarrassed and life will be very awkward 
for a while, but once that fades--well, once that fades, he'll know. What's there to know, he's not sure of, but 
knowing is always better than not knowing. 

He told Axl everything--almost everything--and now the one sided thing is no longer so one sided. He'll have to 
wait around the patented Axl Rose Dance of Avoidance, but he knows Axl--he'll want to face this, because not 
facing it will make him feel cowardly. And when he does Duff will have his answer, and he'll be able to let go of 
this stupid pining thing he's been doing for far too long now. 

Still. 

"l'm never gonna drink again" Duff vows, looking at his reflection seriously. 

"Sure, man" Izzy agrees. 

"Never" Duff stresses, glaring at him. 


‘Of course" Izzy says, nodding in mock seriousness, fighting off a grin and being very obvious about it. 


Duff glares at him for a few seconds, but then has to look away because narrowing his eyes makes his 


throbbing head hurt even more. 
| hate you so much" he murmurs, dropping to his knees to grab his toothbrush. 


Izzy laughs, and Duff throws the toothbrush at his head. 


little snitch 


Author's Notes: 
Back to Axl, and the awkwardness continues. 


He doesn't kill his band mates. Not because he doesn't want to, but because it took him a really long time to 
form this band and he doesn't want to go through that shit again 
He does, however, threaten to feed them their own genitals if they ever conspire against him again, getting 


their individual stammered promises with help of the careful application of pliers he keeps for just such an 
occasion, and the demented grin that to this day sets fear in the hearts of Lafayette law enforcers. 


That's not very hard, though. For all that they act tough, his friends are pussies. Or maybe they just know 
him well enough that they don't doubt he's crazy enough to make good on all his threats. Either way, that's 
the easy part. 


The hard part comes with a knock on the door while he's taking a nap, two hours after he finished his rounds 


of intimidation. Threatening people always makes him sleepy. 
"Wh-" Axl starts snarling in annoyance, but is cut off by a hesitant voice coming through the door. 


"Hey, hum. Axl?" Duff calls, clearly uncomfortable even though he's not on sight. Axl's hair stands on end "Why 
is Steven hiding under my bed?" 


Axl opens his mouth, but no sound comes out. It's like all his words have been plucked from his head and now 


there's nothing there but a useless vacuum. A useless vacuum and-- 

"--you could have me, Id let you - fuck, | want you to - Id get myself open for you, wet lke a girl, Axe, youd 
never know the difference, its just somewhere to stick it, right. Itd be tight, tight and deep, cos | don't - I dont do 
that a lot, but for you - Id make it good for you, | swear--" 

"Fuck" Axl stammers, feeling his face heat up because the images are coming back. 

They're coming back, and now they're worse, because they're paired up with the feeling of Duff's chest 
pressed up against his last night, Duff's lips brushing against his, Duff's warm breath and the smell of his 
aftershave-- Duff's yellow hair slipping through Axl's fingers this morning, his face inches away and so--so-- 


Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck fuck. 


There's a lot of shit you never wanna know about your friends. The way they feel against you while they 


whisper all the dirty, filthy things they want to do to you, that they want you to do to them, warm breath 


against your ear giving you goosebumps, is one of them. 

Axl buries his face in his pillows and groans, because he's not ready for this shit. 

He was counting on the half hour he had left before seeing Duff on the tour bus to try and bottle all this 
stuff up and shove it behind the steel door with the words "Abandon Hope All Ye Who Enter Here" emblazoned 
on it that he keeps inside his head just for this kind of shit. 


He briefly entertains the thought of escaping through the bathroom window, but he's more afraid of heights 
than he is of a lanky beanpole of a bassist: 


Axl gets up from the bed with a sigh, and approaches the door as if it were a rabid dog. 

He's reaching for the doorknob when he realizes that he's wearing only his shorts. Usually that wouldn't be a 
problem, but even the idea of being shirtless in front of Duff right now in unacceptable, and sends a tingle of 
something he refuses to even fry to identify up his spine. 

He looks around for a shirt, but there's none on sight. Shit, right, he made Slash fold all his stuff and put it in 
his bag while he threatened Izzy, and then he made Izzy take it to the bus while he threatened Steven. Fuck 
fuck fuck. 


He scans the room frantically, and his eyes land on a sorry piece of clothing lying forgotten by the bed. There 
is a god in this universe. 


He's in the process of putting it on when the door opens. Axl freezes with his head still caught inside the t- 
shirt. 


"Hey, Axe are you asleep--oh." 
Why the fuck doesn't he lock his door? No wonder his room is always flooded with assholes. 


Axl pulls the shirt down roughly and looks at Duff, who's standing on the doorway with a disgruntled 


expression on his face. 

"You're not asleep," he states, demonstrating an outstanding efficiency at pointing out the obvious. 
"No," Axl confirms, a handful of words returning to him "I'm not asleep." 

Duff nods like this is the most eloquent piece of information he's heard all day. 


"I see" he says, scratching his head and looking at the floor between them. 


The silence stretches so long Axl considers killing himself just make it end. He heard somewhere that biting 


through your tongue can have you bleeding out in seconds-- 


"You were--" Axl starts, but the words die in his throat when Duff's eyes rise from the floor to him. 
Suddenly the wallpaper pattern is really fucking interesting 


"You needed something?" he asks the wallpaper. 
Duff answers. 


‘Oh, yeah" Duff perks up, obviously relieved at having a topic of conversation to sink his teeth into "Steven--is 
hiding under my bed. | tried to pull him out. | told him you were gonna be pissed at him if doesn't pack his 
stuff up and that | was gonna tell you on him. That usually works, but he just sort of whimpered and curled 


into a ball" 


"Whimp" Axl mutters, but he pauses mid eye-roll to narrow his eyes at Duff when he digests the rest of 
what he said ". Hey, you were gonna Fell me on him? l'm not their fucking mother!" 


Axl huffs in indignation, crossing his arms over his chest. It's ridiculous! What did Duff expect him to do? Go 
scold Steven? 


"You kinda are" Duff says, and seems to realize right after he says it that they're his dying words, because 
his eyes widen and his arms come up over his face seconds before Axl pounces "Ok, ok! You're not , you're 
not! Don't kill me!" 


Axl takes a step back, glaring and forcing himself not to snarl like a wild animal. 


"But, you know, you're the one that gets mad when we don't do the shit we gotta do," Duff says from behind 
his arms, because he clearly harbors a death wish they didn't know about "And you yell a lot" 


Axl is about to argue, but then realizes that---He has a point. He does that. 

He drags them from the bar into the hotels and from the hotel to the bus and from the bus to gigs and let's 
them go to the bar and it's a fucking vicious circle, because now that he knows that Steven's bags are not 
done yet and they leave in half an hour, he has to yell at him until he packs up all his shit so that they can 
leave. 

No wonder they conspire against him like a fucking bunch of children 


Holy fucking fuck 


"Shit, | am your mother’ Axl says, horror coloring his voice as the realization hits him. 


It all makes so much fucking sense now! 

Duff huffs "Not my mother" 

"Last night you said | scare you" Axl points out, too shell shocked to realize he's talking about the night that 
never happened and the First Rule of the night that never happened is that you do not talk about the night that 
never happened -- 

And he's panicking, he's panicking because it's all coming back-- 

"You scare me, but | lke you," 

Duff's tongue darting out to lick a long, wet strpe on Axl's shoulder-- 

He fingers sneaking underneath his shirt-- 


"Youre warm," 


Duff doesn't seem to notice Axl's rapidly collapsing psyche, or the way his face is about to spontaneously 
combust, because he just laughs that little kid laugh that always makes Axl think he lies about how old he is. 


"You do scare me, but in a good way" Duff says, and when Axl raises an eyebrow at him, he closes his eyes 
and takes a deep breath, like he's getting the hang of this whole putting his foot in his mouth thing. "Ok, that 
sounded weird, but | promise it's not weird" 

Axt's lips twitch into a smile that's ten percent amusement, ninety percent second hand embarrassment. 

"If you say so" he says, shaking his head and wondering at which point second hand embarrassment became a 
standard when dealing with Duff, then backtracking because that train of thought lead to The Incident and bad 
things 

He shuffles his feet "Did you--hum-- need something? Or did you just come here to be a good litle snitch?" 


I'm not a snitch!" Duff snaps, bristling, and he looks honestly affronted, like Axl questioned his honor or 
something of the like. 


He's frowning and has his arms crossed over his chest, and the Golden Retriever comparisons come too easily. 


He looks like a puppy that's been swatted on the nose with a rolled up newspaper. Repeatedly. 
Axl grins. He's totally a little snitch. 


| came for--hum" Duff huffs, obviously grasping at straws for a reason that won't imply he's ratting on his 
friends. Axl doesn't actually like the part he plays in that scenario, but Duffs face is entertaining enough that 


he can ignore that bit. 


"I thought |--hum--" Duff stammers, scratching his head and looking around the room before his eyes settle 
on Axl "maybe | could get my shirt--back?" 


Axl frowns, and then looks down at his shirt. Oh, yeah, it's the one he pilfered from Duff. Motherfucking Slash 
must have left it out of the bag, so that Axl would have to wear it and something like this would have to 
happen, because he's a devious little fucker. Axl still feels a little guilty about that, because Slash used to be 
such a sweet kid, but still-- That fucker can say good bye to his balls. 


‘Oh, right" Axl mutters, and he's already pulling it off, feeling air against his skin, when he remembers that 
he's not comfortable with being bare in front of Duff right now and he regrets it, but he already started and 
if he stops itll look weird-- 


Proving that his mission in life is to make them both so uncomfortable they'll die the most ridiculous sudden 
death in the history of the world, Duff covers the space that separates them in a few steps and stills Axl's 
hands with his, eyes wide and blush reaching nuclear levels, and maybe Axl's not the only one that's 


uncomfortable with half-nakedness at the moment. 


Axl's brain short circuits as he looks up at Duff, who's face is fucking right there, and he tries to keep his 
breathing under control as his heartbeat spikes up, and he wants to say something to dispel the clogging 
tension, but its as though he's paralyzed, as he was earlier today in the bathroom, when Duff was looking 


down at him just like that and all he could think about was that he was naked under that towel--. 


Duff seems to snap out of it first, and in a move that puts painful and previously unheard of new shades in 
the word "awkward", he grabs the hem of his shirt and tugs it out of Axl's grip, smoothing it down to cover 


him completely, 
His knuckles brush minutely with the skin of Axl's stomach, and his breath stutters. 


"K--keep it," Duff squawks, shoving his hands in his pockets and trying to cover up the embarrassment with a 
grin "It looks better on you anyway" 


He realizes what he said almost as soon as it's out of his mouth, and closes his eyes in mortification Axl 
wants to laugh, but his heart is still beating much too fast. Besides, second hand embarrassment is something 


he's getting used to when he's with Duff. 


"l'Il stop speaking, now" Duff announces, looking anywhere but at him, and his face is still so close if he stood 
on tip toes he could--. 


Axl swallows hard, and nods. 


"That would be for the best, | think. Lets go get Steve, yeah?" he says, clearing his throat and forcing his 
body to move away from Duff, grabbing the pliers from the bedside table". | gotta stop by Slash's room first” 


the patented Axl Rose Dance of Avoidance 


Author's Notes: 
New year, new chapter!! Sorry its been so longHappy new year, and let me know what you think! 


Things with Axl, after that, are weird. They are weird because there is no way the can not be weird, not when 
Axl now knows everything about Duff's secret passion that was apparently never secret, because everyone 
knew. Things are weird, because whereas Axl did something really nice for him after The Incident and pretended 
it never happened, Duff knows he can't do it anymore. 


After the ironically nicknamed night that never happened, and after the morning in which Axl fixed his hair and 
they had a Moment, and after he gave Axl his shirt and now imagines him wearing it to bed, they can't 
pretend this shit never happened. 


Also, there is Slash, who still hasn't spoken about what Axl did to him after the shirt incident, but 
wholeheartedly blames Duff for unleashing Axl on him, and curtly informs him of that before kneeing him in 
the groin. 


Frankly, he's suffered too much to pretend this shit never happened. 


On top of all this, Axl is now avoiding him, and pretending he's not there when he speaks, which is annoying, to 


say the least. 
This shit has to end. 


The thing about Axl, according to Izzy, is that for all of his unpredictability when it comes to day to day life, 
in the great scheme of things he's actually very predictable. Especially when it comes to coping with things 
he's not prepared to handle, be it about himself or other people. 


Unsurprisingly, there are a lot of things in this world Axl is not prepared to handle. Namely the scope of 
religions, the vastness of human sexuality, and the fact that people would subject themselves to a Madonna 
record. 

Confounded by such appalling behavior, Axl will go through a period of denial, followed by anger, followed by 
embarrassment so thick it'll make him incapable of functioning. It is at this point in the process that Axl will go 
into an almost ritual process that has been proven to repeat itself time and time again. 


The patented Axl Rose Dance of Avoidance, as identified and studied by lzzy Stradlin, goes like this. 


"Hey, Axl," Duff says as Axl walks by him on his way out of the hotel. Axl ducks behind one of the columns in 


the lobby. 
Simple as that. 


"He won't come out from behind the column if you keep staring at it," Izzy reproaches him, like he's the one 


acting strange and totally against society's rules. 

Immediately, Duff's eyes snap away, giving Axl the window of opportunity to sneak away umoticed. 

"He won't even look at you for two days, and then he'll start circling around like you're an alien, or a threat, 
for like three days" Izzy says, like his friend's behavior is totally normal and Duff is a fool for even questioning 
it "Hs fucking adorable, you'll see" 


And it is. 


After two days characterized by an almost fanatic denial of Duff's existence, Axl once again acknowledges his 
presence and speaks to him when spoken to, but finds new and innovative ways to keep surveillance on hin, like 


he's a rare, really tall bird instead a bassist. 

For three days, Duff can feel Axl's eyes on him, peering at him and trying to gauge him out, only to skitter 
away the second Duff tries to catch them with his own. He watches Duff out of the corner of his eye when 
they're onstage or doing interviews, and allows himself so stare head on when he thinks nobody's watching, on 


the bus or band meeting. 


He's good at it, too. Duff only catches him once or twice, which tells him Axl's done this whole thing many 


times before. He wonders what other things have shocked Axl into this practically ritual behavior. 
"Drag queens and vegetarians," Izzy says conspiratorially. 
Duff nods in understanding. 


"The last part of the Dance of Avoidance is confrontation," Izzy says through a mouthful of smoke as they 
plug in their instruments "which means he'll get drunk and ask you questions," 


The hair at the back of Duff's neck stands on end. Axl is staring at him again. 
"What kind of questions?" he asks, trying to act natural. 


"Awkward questions," Izzy grins "Questions that'll make you want to die. But you'll answer them, because if you 


don't he'll bite you, and not in the fun way" 


'0-k,"Duff says, focusing for a few minutes in checking over his bass and mulling over Izzy's words, when a 
sudden thought occurs to him "Do you have any firsthand experience with this whole thing?" 


Izzy cringes. 


"| was his first friend" he says, voice haunted like he's a veteran recalling war "I was thirteen, ok? It was 


traumatizing’ 


Duff has no doubt that it was, and fears that asking more questions will just scare him out of this whole 
waiting Axl out thing, so he drops the subject. 


From behind an amplifier, Axl's glittering eyes follow his every move. 


True to form, on the seventh night after the night that never happened, which also happens to be a Saturday, 
Axl follows them to the bar. 


Its a quieter place than the ones they usually go to, but it has classic rock bursting from the speakers, a pool 
table and a handful of pretty girls. The night is set. They play a few games and rurse a few beers and dance 
some, and it's great. 


All the while Axl sits at the bar, getting methodically wasted, which is the only way he ever gets truly wasted, 
speech slurring and all. It's always fun, when Axl gets like that, because he only does it when no one else gets 
drunk. Duff doesn't know if this is conscious effort on his behalf or if it's just a happy coincidence, like the 
universe winking at them and going, See? Now you get fo see him do stupid shit 


Tonight, though, it doesn't feel so much to Duff like a good thing. There's a heavy ball of forewarning coiling 
tighter and tighter in the pit of his stomach, because this is the night. 


"So." Axl says when Duff makes his way to the bar for a beer, trying to be casual about it and failing 
because he nearly drops off the stool in his attempt to lean closer. Duff's arm automatically comes up around 
his waist to steady him. Axl continues like he didn't just tumble face first to the floor "haw many others have 
you--you know. Done-- that--with" 


The bartender takes one horrified look at them and seems to sense the awkward atmosphere clogging in the 
air, because he gives Duff a beer for free and flees to the other end of the bar. 


Duff swallows, looking everywhere but at Axl. His meandering, frantic eyes find their way to Izzy who waves 
his hand around in a gesture that seems to spell out, Dont be a pussy! 


"Don't be a pussy!" Slash yells helpfully. 
Steven just gives him a thumbs up. 


Duff wonders how these people are his friends. 


"l--hum--l'm not sure,” Duff says, then cringes. 

Axl blinks at him a few times. 

Fuck, this is going to be more difficult than he'd thought. 
"l--fooled around a lot--in high school?" 


Why is that a question? Shit, McKagan, he knows what high school is! Duff gulps his beer down to gain time and 


not have to look at Axl's expectant face. 
"Nothing serious though," he assures. 


Axl nods like he understands, and mulls over his next question, his drunkenness apparently a barrier between 


him and the corrosive awkwardness of this moment. 
"And how do you--" Axl starts haltingly, looking away with a frown "How?" 
Dear god, no 

Swallowing the last of his beer, Duff starts to speak 


It gets worse from there, as Duff explains in halting detail the intricacies of gay sex to Axl, who stares at him 


in rapt attention, as if he were explaining to him the ancient Mayan ritual of religious decapitation. 
"Christ," Axl says, thickly, once Duff is done. "But --that night, what you said to me-- what you want--" 


--you could have me, Id let you - fuck, | want you to - ld get myself open for you, wet lke a girl, Axe, youd 
never know the difference, its just somewhere to stick it, right. Itd be tight, tight and deep, cos | don't - I dont do 
that a lot, but for you - Id make it good for you, | swear-- 


There's two possible nights, Duff figures. Either the night of The Incident, or the night that never happened. 
Both feel so far away in time, and its hard to believe that only a month ago he could still look at Axl without 
feeling the need to stab himself with a fork, if only to make the embarrassment end. 


But he's made it this far, hasn't he? He can't let all that pining and just plain awkwardness be for nothing. He 


has to know. 


Duff's gaze is intense - he's been avoiding looking at Axl this whole time, but now he looks up, stares straight 


into his eyes. He licks his lips. 


"Cos | didn't think you'd wanna hear the other side of it, man, and that's the truth." He even laughs, a little 


strained, a little rueful, and a lot drunk, because the bartender is a good man and keeps them coming. "And I'd 


do whatever you wanted, anyway. Just - whatever, if it meant | got your hands on me. But no, it's not usually 


me on the receiving end." 
"And you'd want me to--do that," Axl says "To you" 


When the earth doesn't split up to swallow him whole, Duff loses the last of his belief on any god or any kind 
of higher power that might give a fuck about him. 


"You did good," Izzy tells him when question time is finally over and Axl stumblingly makes his giggling way back 
to the hotel with Slash, who seems to have forgiven him for whatever it was that Axl subjected him to, 
leaving Duff behind to gulp down vodka and try to heal his emotional scarring. 


He looks at Izzy in horror "You heard that?" 


"God, no," Izzy shudders "| was all the way over there, where | couldn't even read your lips. But you hung in 


there and there was no biting, so good job, man" 


Duff looks at his empty glass morosely. The bartender reaches over and switches it for a full one with a 
sympathetic look on his face. 


Duff downs it in one gulp "What now?" 
Izzy shrugs "Now you wait and see" 


"What? No more carefully mapped out reaction paths? No more cycles? No more questions | should brace 
myself for?" 


He shudders at the remembered horror, and orders some more vodka. 

"Hey, not everything can be easy," Izzy says, inspecting his nails. 

Duff boggles at him "Easy? You think this," an he makes a flailing gesture that seems to encompass this whole 
ordeal, from the night that never happened to the abomination that was Question Time, and manages to swat 


some patron on the head "was easy’ 


Izzy gives him a look that seems to imply he knows nothing of the world, nothing "Full sexual history? How do 
two men exchange fluids? Dude, you got off easy’ 


Which makes Duff wonder what kinds of questions thirteen year old Axl had about the intricacies of friendship, 


or drag queens, and no. 


Duff shakes his head, snorting into his empty glass. Then his eyes widen. 


"Hey, you said you didn't hear anything!" he yells accusingly, but Izzy is already gone. 

So it wasn't so bad. It could have been worse. All in all, it was good. He and Axl had a conversation in which 
things were cleared up, and his job is done. The ball is officially in Axl's court, and after he decides whatever 
the fuck it is he feels they can get over this and Duff can move on from all the stupid pining and useless 
longing, and maybe stop doing embarrassing shit, though he doesn’t hold his hopes up for that. 

He gets into bed with a positive attitude and falls into dreamless sleep. 

And then the phone rings. 

He swats at the bedside table feebly a couple of times before he manages to grab it 

"Mm?" he says eloquently 

There's a sharp intake of breath, then "Duff" 

Duff frowns, still drowsy with sleep "Axl? That you, man?" 

There's a long silence, and then Axl speaks again, a little frantic "Duff, | need you to--" 

But he cuts himself off. Duff sits up, immediately awake. 

"What is it? You ok, man? You need me to come over-—" 

"Nol" Axl snaps, a little desperate sounding "No, no, no. Im fine, Im fine, Im just." 

Duff sighs, settling back down on the bed. 


"You're just drunk. You drunk dialed me this time, huh?" he smiles a little "Go back to sleep, man" 


"No, | just." Axl says then, taking a deep breath that can be heard even through the line "Duff, | need you to 
talk to me. Duff, please" 


It's just one word, but it sounds so charged, even tinny and faraway as it is, a note of desperation bleeding 
through in Axl's expressive voice like he can't help himself. Duff's heart starts pumping faster, his breath 


coming out in pants. 


"What do you want me to talk about?" he asks cautiously, fisting his sheets and not knowing which answer he 


wants. 


Axl doesn't even have to think about it, it seems. 


"Tell me what you really want" 


Drunk Dial--Revisited 


Author's Notes: 
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Axl never gets drunk. Sure, he drinks, but he can count on one hand the times he's gotten truly, absolutely 
drunk. Maybe it is because he doesn't like the fact that he acts like a stupid dick every time he gets drunk, 
laughing at the silliest things and asking the strangest questions and making a fool of himself. It might also be 


because alcohol, for Axl, was an acquired taste. 


The first time he took a sip of beer, he found it bitter and disgusting, with a weird aftertaste like moldy 
bread, and he'd wondered why anyone would want to drink that, when soda tasted so much better. Then he and 
Jeff got hold of two cans of beer, and they were young enough that they still got a buzz with just that, and 
he remembers contentedly looking up at the sky and thinking "Oh, that's why" 


He doesn't remember what happened the first time he got really really drunk. It was probably a week after 
Jeff awkwardly told him that they were best friends, so Billy could trust him with anything. Billy didn't know 
what to think of Jeff after that, only that he couldn't really look at him in the eyes and he couldn't really 
understand what he'd meant, so he just kept his distance, looking at the other boy covertly and trying to 
understand what he was supposed to do. 


After a week, he was despairing that he'd never be able to talk to Jeff again out of sheer awkwardness, and 


he remembered something he'd heard his grandmother say once: "Liquid courage" 


"Liquid courage," Axl murmurs, chuckling at the memory of thirteen year old Bill Bailey swiping a six-pack and 
drinking it a block away from Jeffs house before standing under the other boy's window, so dizzy the little 
stones he kept throwing bounced off the walls and out of sight. He drinks the last of his scotch and asks for 


another. 


It's not that he's a coward. He's not. It's just that this whole thing with Duff has escalated to the point that 
he doesn't understand anything, can't comprehend shit, and he's tired of feeling this weird about something 
that he doesn't understand. 


Surely if this were just the case of Duff having the hots for him they could have forgotten it a while ago, 
maybe found a convenient redheaded groupie so that Duff could live out his fantasies and by now they'd be 
joking about it. It should have been so easy. 


But instead there's this stone in the pit of Axl's stomach, this feeling he can't place, and whenever he sees 


Duff all he can think about is-- 


--been wanting to for sooooo long Let me-- fuck, Axl, just let me--- 


“Another one," Axl calls out, slamming his empty glass on the bar and feeling Duff's eyes on the back of his 
neck. The boys are playing pool and joking around, and Axl would join them but-- 


But he needs to end this. Tonight. And the only way he can do that is to talk to Duff, about everything, but he 


can't do that sober. He'd die. He needs a solid alcoholic shield for this mission 
"I think you've had too many, man," the bartender says. Axl glares at him. 


"| don't have enough!" he says, then frowns. If there's something wrong with that sentence--he doesn't care. 


All he cares about is that tonight's the night they clear this move up and shit on. 


"Dude, you're not making sense!" the bartender laughs, but pours him another nonetheless. Axl must have 


spoken that last bit out loud, but he's not sure. 


The rest of the night at the bar is a blur. Duff shows up, at one point. Stands next to him on the bar and 
wraps an arm around Axl for no reason, he wasn't going to fall, it was a calculated move, thank you very 
much. The music blurs with people talking and the lights blend with Duff's bleached yellow hair, and Axl is so 
curious he can't help himself and he asks Duff everything, everything he's been wondering, everything he 


wants-no, needs--to know. 


The halting words out of Duff's mouth feel hazy and far away, intersected with fragments of Axl's memories, 
pieces of that same voice by the shell of his ear, whispering hot and cold and frantic, and he holds on to the 
edge of the bar when he finds himself staring at Duff's lips, knowing the shape and feel of them, wanting to 
know them again, and a distant voice inside his head tells him, this is why you never get drunk, dumbass. 


"Christ," Axl says, thickly, once Duff is done speaking, even though he hardly heard all of it. Just pieces, like a 
collage of these past few weeks in specs of technicolor. "But --that night, what you said to me-- what you 


want--" 


- -what | want fo do fo you, you'd never let me - but Id, Id just put my mouth on you, youd lke that, Id get on 
my knees and fucking suck you, Axl, deep and wet and so fucking good-- 


He knows it's cruel to ask and maybe that's why he doesn't finish, but all he can think about, all that's rushing 
through his head is / need fo know. 


--you could have me, Id let you - fuck, | want you to - Id get myself open for you, wet like a girl, Axe, youd 
never know the difference, its just somewhere to stick it, right. Itd be tight, tight and deep, cos | don't - I don't do 
that a lot, but for you - Id make it good for you, | swear-- 


Duff's gaze is intense - he's been avoiding looking at Axl this whole time, but now he looks up, stares straight 


into his eyes. He licks his lips, and Axl tries hard not to look. Duff must be drunk too, because he doesn't 


notice him staring. 

--/ wanna leave a row of love bites on the inside of your thigh, where no one would see them but me-- 

"Cos | didn't think you'd wanna hear the other side of it, man, and that's the truth." Duff even laughs, a little 
strained, a little rueful, and a lot drunk, scratching his head in that way he has when he's trying hard not to 
make a hasty retreat. 


- -you could have me, Id let you - fuck, | want you to - ld get myself open for you-- 


"And I'd do whatever you wanted, anyway. Just - whatever, if it meant | got your hands on me. But no, it's not 


usually me on the receiving end." 
Axl's brain kindly lets him know that if he starts dwelling on that, it shall explode, so better move on 


"And you'd want me to--do that," Axl says, and his tongue feels huge in his mouth, and he feels like he has to 
clarify "To you" 


Duff laughs a little nervously, and he nods, and well--Axl wasn't sure if that's what he needed to know. The 
knot in his stomach just tightens up, and he feels like if he doesn't stop looking at Duff right now he'll never be 
able to just stop. 


The rest of it breezes by. Slash tickles him and makes him fall of his stool at one point, but he's so drunk he 
just keeps laughing even as they make their way back to the hotel. 


"You should man up too, you know," Slash says as they stumble through the hallways "Stop being a pussy" 


"| dunno what you're talkin bout," Axl says, and giggles, and trips over his own feet, the only thing keeping from 


falling is Slash's arm around his waist. 


"Sure you do. You're smart, that's why you got this drunk," Slash says, laughing at Axl's face "Liquid courage 
and all that," 


Oh, yeah. He remembers thinking about something like that earlier, but now it just feels distant and 
unimportant, much like the reason why he decided to tag along with the band tonight. It's all gone and covered 
up by Duff's words. He really likes Duff's voice, Axl concludes. It has a drawling thing about about it that's 
oddly soothing. 


"Oh my god," Slash says, choking on his own laughter at Axl's wistful tone "This is why you never get drunk!" 


"Don't laugh at me," Axl says, aiming for threatening and sounding vaguely petulant "or I'll have your balls 


again" 


Axl sinks into bed with Duffs words, all of them, from The Incident to the night that never happened to tonight, 
swirling through his head. And maybe he's drunk, okay, yes, he's definitely drunk, but when he decides he needs 
to get off, needs it so much he can't think of anything else, and can't do it without thinking about Duff's voice, 
low and urgent against his ear, and he can't get there, he can't, not by himself, he grabs the phone. 

He asks the receptionist to patch him through with Duff, and waits, holding his breath. 

"Mm?" Duff sounds sleepy, and that doesn't help, that makes Axl think of Duff in bed. 

"Duff," 

"Yeah?" 

"Duff, | need you to--" Axl breaks off, not sure how to ask. 

"What is it? You ok, man? You need me to come over--" Duff asks, sounding more awake now, and worried. 


"Nol" Axl snaps, a little desperate "No, no, no. I'm fine, I'm fine, l'm just." 


There's a relieved sigh."You're just drunk. You drunk dialed me this time, huh?" Duff says, sounding a little fond. 


"Go back to sleep, man" 


Axl almost whines in frustration. "No, | just." Axl says then, taking a deep breath to try and get his scrambling 
thoughts in order "Duff, | need you to talk to me. Duff, please” 


He's got his hand around his cock, not even knowing how to move because all he can think of is, how would 


Duff touch me? 


Duff has to hear it in his voice, because there's a pause, and the distant sound of Duff clearing his throat, 
before he asks, "What do you want me to talk about?" 


"Tell me what you really want," Axl finally asks, finally finally finally, with a gut full of liquid courage and his 


pants round his fucking ankles and his hand loose on his cock, waiting for instructions. 
Duff's breath gusts down the phone, shivery and real. "Shit, Axl," he says, voice cracking. 


"I have to know," Axl says, insistent and childish even to his own ears. "| have to fucking know, alright Duff? | 
can't stop thinkin’ about it, and | have to--so | have to know. You have to tell me." 


There's a pause then, then a sharp intake of breath. 


Then, "Ok, man, ok. I'll tell you." 


"Tell me everything.” Axl clarifies, head swimming with the image of Duff somewhere out there in a hotel 


room just like this one. 


"Everything, | swear. Christ, Axl, just, fucking - fuck. Alright” There's a pause, a long one, and Axl is starting 
to get second thoughts, when Duff's voice comes through again. "| wanna have you, Axl. In case you didn't 
know. | wanna get you down on one of these stupid hotel beds, and | wanna drive you mad with it, mad for me, 
| wanna hear you swear at me. | wanna wrap my hand around your fucking cock and -" Axl starts to move his 


hand, up and down, finally getting some relief as Duff talks to him. 


Duff pauses, swallows so hard it's audible down the phone, and says "- Jesus, but first | wanna kiss you, cos 
you know kissing, that's one thing | know you know how to do, and | know you're not gay and you don't want me 
to want you, but | do, Axl, and | want you to want me back, so I'll start by kissing, til you're feelin’ it, and then 
Ill touch you, anywhere | can reach, anywhere you let me, til | find the places you like, and when you're 


gasping I'll suck you off. | meant that, back before." 


Axl's hand is now wet, tight, he's fucking his own fist in earnest. Duff's voice is wrecked, an edge of 
desperation to it. "| wanna do whatever you want," Duff says, as if he's determined to get that point across, "l 
wanna have you in me, | meant that, | wanna feel that, but you wanna know what, what else | -- and | want -- 
Christ. | wanna suck you til you're moaning and | wanna roll you over and touch you where no-one's touched 
you before, slick my fingers up and work you open; you don't know what that's like, but | promise you, | 


promise you, it feels amazing, I'd make it so good for you, Axl, you wouldn't ever go back." 


There's something dark and dirty in Duff's voice now, and Axl reckons his hand must be a blur now, he's 
stroking himself so hard and so fast, but he still can't find it, still can't quite get there. "Are you Touching 
yourself?" Duff asks. "You must be, | can hear you," and he sucks in a deep breath. "Get your other hand, 


man-" 
"Duff-" Axl pleads, not knowing where this is going, if this is a good idea or not. 


"D'you trust me?" asks Duff. "You heard me, Axe, c'mon. You know | wouldn't steer you wrong. Just. Just, swap 
hands, okay? Trust me. Swap hands, and get the wet one, the one all covered in your mess, get that one and 
just reach back-" His voice is gentle now, scratchy round the edges from breathing hard, but gentle and firm. 
"That's where I'll touch you, babe, work my fingers in you, and | bet you won't believe me, but I'll have you 


begging me to get inside you by the end" 

Axl now has the damp slipperiness of one hand between his ass cheeks. It just feels strange, not good and not 
bad, just strange, kinda shivery and tantalising, like there's something there, but he hasn't opened the box to 
find out what it is yet. 


"Do you want me to, to push .." he asks, and there's a quiet, disbelieving moan from Duff's end. 


"N-no, just- fuck, Axl, are you close, baby? Are you almost there? | wanna get you there-" 


"l'm close," Axl grits, realising its true as his cock jerks in his hand. "Duff, I'm, I'm so fucking close, Duff, |-" 


"I wish | was there,” Duff breathes. "I'd pull my fingers out of you and push in, and you'd feel amazing, | can't 
even begin to - its better than girls, Axl, God, you have no fucking idea, it's better than anything, so fucking 
tight, so fucking hot, | want that, | want you - | want you to feel that, | wanna show you how so you can do 
that to me too, I-" 


And the way he says it, choked and hopeful and so desperately turned on, is what pushes Axl over the edge, 
groaning like a dying man with one hand between his ass cheeks and one wrapped around his cock and his chin 


on the phone, panting like he's run a mile. 

Duff's voice breaks as he asks "Axl, did--did you, fuck--" 

And "Yeah, Duff, yeah, |-" and a tiny noise, a sigh almost, from Duff's end. 

Axl must fall asleep after that, because when he wakes up in the morning the receiver is dangling inches from 
the floor and there's the taste of something dead and rotting in his mouth. His head is throbbing like he got 
hit on the head with a brick, and his neck is sore from being bent in an awkward position. His legs are tangled 


in the sheets and his own pants, which never came all the way off because he's still wearing his boots. His 


shirt is bunched up over his stomach. 


He looks at his hand, which is covered in jizz, with a frown, then stops breathing and closes his eyes when the 


events of the night before fall into place in his mind's eye. 


Axl grabs the phone receiver and gingerly places it on the nightstand, then drops to the floor in an ungraceful 
tangle. Naturally, he rolls under the bed, and decides to stay there until the end of time. 


This is why he never gets drunk. 


Submission 
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"What the fuck?" Duff says. "What the serious fuck." 


He's starting to regret all the times he's said ‘what the fuck’ casually, because by now the phrase has lost 
some of its impact, leaving him without a way to express his feelings when a situation truly, profoundly, 
meaningfully begs the question Its what his fifth grade homeroom teacher told him about cursing, and he 
offers her a silent apology for not listening. 


Of all the ways he thought his night would end, sitting wide awake on the edge of his bed with a raging hard on 
between his legs and Axl Rose snoring on the phone caught in his slack fingers wasn't precisely his top choice, 
or even a possibility, but here he is. Here. He. Is. 


He hangs up the phone, checking one last time to confirm that, yes, Axl did fall asleep on him, and rises from 
the bed. He feels unexpectedly upbeat, all things considered. 


Did he just talk Axl into orgasm? He did, didn't he? On second thought, he feels fucking great. 


There's a part of him, the part that usually makes sure he looks both ways before crossing the street and 
generally makes sure he doesn't die mauled by the street dogs he insists on petting, that wants to panic. This 
would be a very sensible course of action, yes, and quite possibly the best thing to do in such a situation 


He should panic. He should lock himself up in the bathroom and hyperventilate. He should call Izzy and ask him 
if Axl is one of those men who blame other people for his own drunken shenanigans when they sober up, which 
of course he is, who the fuck is he trying to fool? He should pack his bags and flee the country, change his 


name to something sober and inconspicuous like Roger or Robert or some other R variant. He. Should. Panic. 
Fuck," he says, on the verge of panic "I just had phone sex with Axl Rose" 


| have to fucking know, alright Duff? | can’t stop thinkin’ about it, and | have to--so | have to know. You have to 
Tell me. 


The memory of Axl's voice at the edge of desperation, thick with longing and neediness, is enough to put a 
smile on his face and put a skip in his step. So what if he'll get killed as soon Axl recovers sobriety and 
realizes what went on last night? He doesn't give a fuck. Whatever Axl says from now on, whatever he tries 
to do or not do, no matter how much he wants to bury this whole thing down underneath all of his shame, 
the truth is out now and he can never deny it. 


Axl wants him. Fuck, if that isn't a dizzying thought. 


He's not tired anymore. Its all gone, the sleepiness, poured out of him the second he heard Axl speak, his voice 
strained with want and absolutely shameless in it.. Duff groans at the memory. Shit, he's not sure how he's 
going to make it through his life now that he knows what Axl sounds like the second before he comes, gasping 
and nearly whimpering. That shit should be top secret. No one should have to carry that weight. How the fuck 
is he ever supposed to think about anything else? 


Duff, Im, Im so fucking close, Duff, I- 


Duff's dick throbs, begging for attention. How like Axl to leave him hanging, wallowing in the absolute torture of 
knowing what he now knows and not being able to do anything about it. He knows what he wants, because that 
has been clear for a long time. He wants to go to Axl's room right this fucking instant and drive him as mad 
as he's been driven tonight. He's not usually the sort of person who takes pleasure in torturing others, but Axl 
fucking deserves it, deserves to be methodically pieced apart, all of his beautiful begging willfully ignored 
because the kind of torture he's put Duff through cannot go unpunished. Now he gets to sleep like a baby and 


Duff is left walking aimlessly around his room with a hard on of biblical proportions. Not cool. 


So, sleep is off the table. He reaches out blindly at the stack of tapes he carries around with him from place 

to place and puts one on, hits play. Sex Pistols. Duff snorts. Seems fitting. He randomly picks one of the bottles 
from the collection at the foot of the bed and takes a swig. Kilbeggan. Axl's current favorite. He takes another 
swig and his throat dries like the desert under the sun. Perfect. 


He throws himself down on the bed again, bouncing a little like a fish on shore. The liquid inside the bottle 
makes a lovely sound. Fuck, he's hard. His dick is throbbing with need, his body all but keening in frustration He 
considers for all of three seconds calling Axl, asking for him to return the favor, before discarding the idea. 
He's not ready to shatter his illusions just yet. Even the idea of being met with Axl's shame feels like a punch 
in the face. 


He knows it's there, Axl's shame. That fundamental part of who he is. Duff doesn't really understand it, 
because shame has never been a part of him, but shame for Axl is always lurking in the background. He knows 
its shame that makes Axl deny himself what he really wants half the time, and why should this be any 
different? 


Duff takes another swig,some of it slipping over the side of his mouth, and slides his hand down across his 
stomach, slowly. His fingers skirt a familiar path down, but familiar is not really what he's going for tonight, he 
thinks. No vodka and no giggles tonight. Axl is evil, after all, and Duff's wanted him so much and for so long he 
knows that, should Axl ever touch him like that, it would feel as excruciating as the edge of a knife and as 
soft as gliding silk, all at once. 


Duff rakes his blunt nails down his chest in a sinuous path, catching on his nipple. He lets out a hiss, and 


pictures those perfect, sinful lips curling into a smirk as they hover near his own, leaving him hanging, gasping, 


craving. Fucking torture, Axl's tongue darting out to lick the whiskey from his lips. 
You like that? 
Of course Axl is the goading type. And of course he likes that. 


His skin takes in any and all sensation it can, hair prickling. His fingers trail lightly below his belly button The 
muscles of his stomach jump and quiver at the contact, and he can feel himself starting to pulse nearly 
violently. He's so close to the edge he can feel it, his nerve endings prickling with every sensation, everything 
amplified and brought to stark relief as fantasy and memory knit themselves together and leave him gasping, 
helpless. 


He hooks his thumbs into the waistband of his briefs, slides them down just below his balls. Licks his palm 
slowly, deliberately. Gets it shiny and wet. His pulse is a steady thrum radiating from his dick. Biting his lip, he 
wraps his hand around the base, tugging up slowly with just the right grip. Then tightens up, tugs a little 
harder, and he can almost hear Axl laughing. No Feelings blasts in the background, and isn't that fucking 
perfect. Soft and mellow is not their kind of beat. 


Tell me what you really want. 
What | really want, Duff thinks. 


He starts moving his hand, up and down, up and down, flicks his wrist a little over the tip, moans lewd and loud 


and doesn't give a fuck because there's no one here and Johnny Rotten screams over it anyway. 
What | really want, Duff thinks, and laughs and laughs. 
Do you want me To, To push .. 


And Axl's voice sounded so tiny then, so uncertain. So unlike himself with his fingers trailing where they'd 
never ventured before and his hand around his dick and it nearly killed Duff to say no, but he definitely would 
have died if he'd said yes, because Axl would have done it. He definitely would have. For the minutes that felt 
like hours he had Axl hanging on to his words, their roles were reversed, and Axl would have done anything 
Duff asked him to do. The sole idea carries enough power to make him tremble, make him shiver like an 


earthquake razing through his body. The sole idea of having that power again.. 
What | really want, Duff thinks. 


Axl's legs spread for him, wide and inviting, quivering for him, for the slick fingers working him open, letting 


him inside. So eager... 


He pictures Axl hovering over him, naked and willing and as perfect as he always is, he imagines light glinting 


off those long red-gold flecks of smooth gloss hair sticking to his face with sweat. Lips swollen with kisses and 


parted with need, body tightening around Duff's dick as he bounces up and down, up and down, fuck fuck fuck. 
| want to make you shameless. 


Duff's hand tightens, but he doesn't allow himself to go faster. In his mind, Axl follows the beat, shivering and 
moaning and bold, but in the real world he wants this to last as long as he can stand it, until it almost hurts. 
His body is buzzing with adrenaline, burning up and fuck, it's not enough. Its not its not its not. It doesn't 

matter how good the fantasy is, he needs the real thing. He had a taste and now he needs it, needs it like air. 


Duff-- 


He'd never heard Axl's voice caught in a plead, specially not around his name, but now that he has--fuck, now 
that he has it's so easy to make that tone bleed into into the fantasy, the soft sweet whimper spilling from 
Axl's mouth and fuck he'd like to know what Axl really likes, he wants to know the places where he likes to be 
touched, the spots that make him shiver and moan and say Duff's name just like that. 


And he will find out. Now that he knows that Axl wants him, now that he knows the way he can get Axl off, 


how much he can make him cry out and lose control, there's no fucking way he can live without it. 


Fuck this passive aggressive shit, he thinks. Fuck Axl's shame, he thinks, thrusting up into his fist and imagining 
Axl's hands sliding into his hair, grasping handfuls of it and pulling in desperation, unintelligible words spilling 
from his lips, their skin sliding with sweat wherever they touch. 


When he finally comes, it's with Axl's fucked out voice in his mind and the lazy thrum of Sub-Mission in the 
background and his breath heaving out of him like he's been punched in the gut, stripes of come covering his 
belly as he fists himself through the aftershocks and imagines Axl doing the same thing on the bed next to 


him, under him, above him, inside him, everywhere. 


| want to make you shameless, he thinks, and by fuck he's going to do it. 


Not Dead 
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Axl is not gay. He's not, and that's the truth. But when someone says things to you like Duff's said to him, 
things about how good they want to make you feel -- you can't just put that out of your mind. He finds this 
out the hard way. 


After Axis Unfortunate Drunk-Dialing Incident, the one where Duff talked him through a jerk-off session like 


he hasn't had since he was a fucking teenager, they somehow go on like nothing's happened. 


He'd been antsy the next day, when he'd finally managed to make himself crawl out from under the bed, 
wondering when Duff was going to bring it up, when Duff was gonna say something, but Duff never did, just 
waved at him as usual and went back to what he was doing. 


Its amazing, the way Duff can apparently just put it aside. Axl flinches around him for about a week and 
stutters and crashes into things because he's distracted, and everyone looks at him and shake their heads and 
mutter we knew this day would come, but Duff carries on like they're just friends and bandmates, only ever 
just friends and bandmates, as if he'd never said "Thats where HI touch you, babe, work my fingers in you, and I 
bet you won't believe me, but Hl have you begging me fo get inside you by the end" and completely fucked up 


Axl's ability to have an honest wank ever again. Everything's just normal. Perfectly normal. Life goes on 
Right. 


Except Axl can't stop thinking about it. It's like the fucking cat is out of the bag and he should have never let 
it, never asked Duff to tell him--tell him everything, because that wasn't everything, not really, and now he 
can't stop thinking about it, can't stop wondering-- 


İd pull my fingers out of you and push in, and you'd feel amazing 
How the fuck is he supposed to live with that now? 


They play the last show of the year in San Francisco, and it's perfect. The band is at it's best, the venue is 
incredible, the people are great. Its one of those nights when nothing can go wrong, and Axl feels elated, feels 
happy, and perfectly at ease. He feels so good he does the rounds, bounces over to Slash and ruffles his hair, 
sings in the same microphone as Izzy and before he even realizes it, he's leaning on Duff's side and they're 
singing and it's ok. Life goes on Axl grins at Duff, as if to say see? Hts finally all cool again, and Duff grins back, 


and Axl panics, because for a second there he forgets the lyrics in favor of-- 


N-no, just- fuck, Axl, are you close, baby? Are you almost there? | wanna get you there- 


Ok, so everything is not perfectly fine. Everything is rather far away from perfectly fine. But they're getting 
there. 


Last show of the year, Axl is curtly informed by Steven, means that he doesn't get to go back to the hotel 
like an old man, and has to go out with them to properly say goodbye to San Francisco, or else. Axl sputters a 
little bit, because that was definitely a threat, but in the end he just settles for a sigh and signals for them 


to lead on 


This is, of course, his mistake. One would think he'd know his friends are dicks by now, but for some reason he 
remains naive. They drive around for at least an hour, and when they finally pile out of the car they're in 


front of a nice bar Izzy claims he's been told is the best in town 

They make their way to the bar, and there's an inordinate amount of glitter going on in the dance floor, but 
that's normal in any club. There aren't that many chicks, but the music is good, and loud, and Steve and Slash 
bet to Izzy that they can seduce a couple of girls standing off to one side. They find a table at a vantage point 
from where they can see them fail painfully, and it's magnificent. 

All in all, is an usual night, and Axl's having fun. Sure, he feels awkward sitting next to Duff, but its getting 
better. They can even joke a little. Duff decided to pretend that last phone call never happened, and Axl is 
pretending it never happened, and eventually he'll forget the half choked way Duff said his name after--after. 
Right. 

Axl goes up to the bar while Duff and Izzy laugh themselves under the table watching Steven chat up a 
transvestite he very clearly believes to be a woman, and orders three pints. He's getting his wallet out when a 
man at the bar says: "I've got it" 


Axl glances up just as another man says: "No, Ae got it." 


"Um," Axl says, looking between the two men, who are glaring at each other. "No," he says doubttully. "/ve got 
it. Thanks, though." 


He gives the bartender the money. 

"That's three pints," the guy says, sliding them over to Axl. "And my phone number" 
Axl looks up from the drinks to the bartender, and sees him wirk 

"Thank you," he says carefully, because his mother raised him to be polite. "Er. Bye" 


He gathers up drinks and change, and is heading towards their table when he's brought up short by the sudden 
advent of a chest vaguely reminiscent of a wall, and covered in black leather. 


Axl looks up at a glinting nose ring, and notes with a tad of annoyance that either the leather scene is starting 
up early this Wednesday, or someone walked into a bar intent on picking a fight. Well, if he wants a fight, he 
can have one. Axl glances around for a place to put his drinks. 


| have something to say," growls the guy. 


Axl sees some people coming towards them. Obviously, this is a regular troublemaker Well, if he has to spill the 


drinks he has to spill the drinks. 


The man puts a hand on his shoulder. Axl steels himself. Its been a while since he last had a good fight, and he 


finds himself drowning in anticipation. 


"The world is changed because you are made of ivory and gold," breathes the massive biker. "The curves of 


your lips re-wrote history." 

Axl clutches the beers like a chastity belt. 

"Right," he says. "Well. | have to go.. over there. Now." 

This is a gay bar. Of course this is a gay bar. 

Axl can feel his face darkening as he reaches their table, eyes narrowing at Izzy. The evil mastermind takes 
one look at him and the grin fades from his face as he tries to flee. Axl stalks faster, but is stopped when 


someone slaps him in the ass with a resounding smack. 


"Mmm. That ass! | wanna tie you up and spank that raw," a tiny, sparkly man says. Izzy and Duff fall off the 
table laughing. 


Axl scowls, coming very close to crushing Izzy's pint on the guy's face, "Fuck off," 
The tiny man raises an appreciative eyebrow, "And maybe put a sock in that dirty mouth," 
He disappears before Axl can pick his jaw from the floor. 


"Oh, my god," Izzy says, appearing by Axl's shoulder, ready to restrain him if it were necessary even as he 
cackles, "This was the best idea ever," 


Its not funny,” Axl sucks a breath through his teeth, "Go away before | kill you," 


"Come on, Axl," Izzy says, squeezing his arm and grabbing his beer with a wink, "Broaden your horizons and all 


that: 


Axl growls a little, and makes his way to the table, where Duff is still laughing his ass off. He bears it for a 
little while as he stares resolutely out at nothing, certainly not at the people dancing and touching and kissing 
on the dancefloor. 


Is not fucking funny," Axl says, again. 


Its a little funny," Duff replies, and bursts out laughing again. "Just the image of that little one, tying you up. 
Can't help laughing, man, it's not at you. Never at you.” 


"You better not fucking start." Axl pulls back, leans in his chair and willing to let it go. He's pleasantly buzzed 
and happy from a good show, and his dick friends won't ruin that for him "Last thing | want's to think about 
you doing that shit to me." 

Duff says something. The bar's loud enough that Axl loses it, asks for it again 


"That's not what | want to do to you," Duff says. "I mean" 


Axl holds onto his pint. It might slip away or something. And it is fucking weird that this is now an acceptable 
conversation topic for them, isn't it? 


"| mean," Duff goes on, and he's a little buzzed too, just not really drunk "the tying you down and all. | don't 
want to have to, you know? Or gag you. Means you couldn't talk, yeah?" 


Axl snorts, "What, you want to hear me talk?" 

"Yeah, | like to hear you talk. Its a sexy voice, you know that" Duff's smiling, tapping his fingers on the wet 
side of his pint-which means Axl is watching, doesn't it, if he noticed that. They're just fingers, fine, he can 
watch. "So | wouldn't put a sock in you. Wouldn't put anything in you at all, unless you wanted it" 

Axl laughs, and then wonders what's funny. "What, its all-all phone calls with you?" 

"Except the part where | suck your cock, yeah." 

-Oh, right, Axl still has a drink in his hand. He should drink it. That'll make him shut his mouth. 

Doesn't stop Duff though, Duff even waits until Axl's puts the pint back on the table, leans in a little closer so 
that no one can hear him. Not that there's anyone near, "| mean, I'd want to kiss you first. But mostly I'd just 
suck you off. You wouldn't have to take care of me, I've got hands, you know. Has a girl ever done that for 
you? Touched herself while she got you off?" he shrugs, "I think about that. ‘Bout your cock, Axe. ‘Bout seeing 


how much of it | can take." 


Now you'd have to be an extremely heterosexual man to not give that kind of offer a second thought. 


Actually, you'd have to be a monk Actually you'd have to be dead. And Axl, despite the efforts of many, is not 
dead. 


"That's all it is, then?" he says, softer than he'd like, but then again he shouldn't be saying this kind of thing 
loudly, if at all. "Just you, sucking my-" 


"Yeah, same as a girl would, | guess, ‘cept | know it better." Duff takes a pull of beer, just a long sip, and now 
Axl's watching Duffs mouth, lips and throat and all of it, and his tongue where it cups the rim of the pint and 


all right Axl isn't dead and isn't a monk but he's not a fucking homo, not even for Duff- 
-but he's Duff, and he isn't asking Axl to be that. 


"You know it better," Axl says, because anything else and he's gonna be the one to shatter the floor. 

"Not yours," Duff says, and he's pushing the topic, which is something he's never done before. "But yeah" 

Axl swallows hard, "How would you do it?" 

Why the fuck is he still talking? 

"Do you want me to talk, or do you want me to show you?" 

Axl's eyes widen, and all of the buzzed bravado he'd been clinging to shatters. Fuck, why did he keep talking? 
He's backed himself into a corner and he has no idea how the fuck to get out of it, and Duff just keeps smiling 


and smiling and looking so-- 


Luckily, Axl is saved from having to find an answer to that one by the biker's reappearance, at which point he 


has to fear for his virtue and flee for his life. 


Its stupid. He shouldn't feel this weird around Duff. Duff clearly doesn't feel weird around him, anymore. Its 
like Axl's Unfortunate Drunk Dialing Incident cancelled out The Incident for Duff, but all it's done for Axl is 


make him even more awkward, because now all he can think about is-- 
Axl, are you close, baby? Are you almost there? | wanna get you there- 
"Fuck," Axl mutters at his own reflection, later when they're back at the hotel and getting ready to go, and 


Duff's voice is curling up in circles in his head, coiling and twisting and driving him crazy. He has to calm down 


He has to pull his shit together. 


It's all Duffs fucking fault! Ever since he made that fucking call, fucking months ago, Axl hasn't been able to 
regain his balance. Axl is not gay. He's not like those people at the bar tonight, all sparkly and kissy and reciting 
poetry, he's not he's not. 


Its a normal reaction, right? After all the shit that Duff's told him--you'd have to be dead not to think about 


those things. Right. He's not gay, he's just--not dead. That's what this is all about. That's why he called Duff 
the other night, that's why he can't stop thinking about it. Its perfectly normal. 


All he needs is to pull his shit together. Just a couple of hours on his own, sorting himself out and coming to 
terms with the fact that this is all a very normal reaction to the whole thing. Nothing more. 


He splashes some water on his face, and walks out into his room, intent on doing just that. 

Of course, Duff is there. Axl should really start locking his door. 

| hate you," Axl says, cutting Duff off in the middle of a sentence he wasn't even listening to. It blurts out of 
him like so much hot lava that's been brewing in the pit of his stomach, and he surprises himself by actually 
meaning it. 

Duff blinks, "You hate me?" 


And god, he's so mad! Even the Golden Retriever image is making him angry. 


"I hate you so much! he amends. Now he started yelling, there's no stopping him. It's like a volcano "Oh, 


god.Why did you have to say those things?" 


He doesn't even know of which time he's talking about, tonight, the first time or all the others that followed, 
but Duff's words are flooding his head and he can't take it anymore. It's driving him insane. 


Duff looks taken aback by the question for a second, and then he bristles, "You asked me tol” 


| have to fucking know, alright Duff? | can't stop thinkin’ about if, and I have to--so | have to know. You have to 
fell me. Tell me everything-- 


‘| was drunk!" Axl shouts, trying very hard to clog off the memories from his mind "You should have hung up 


on me and then laughed about it the next day, like a normal person, not--!" 

Ok, man, ok Hil fell you Everything, | swear. Christ, Axl, just, fucking - fuck. Alright 
This is worse. He can't speak with Duff right in front of him. He's losing steam. 
"And then--and then--" 

And then what? He has no idea. 


"And then pretended it never happened?" Duff snorts, crossing his arms over his chest, "Because that tactic 


has been doing wonders for us these past few months" 


"Well, what did you want me to do?" Axl is yelling, and it bothers him a lot that Duff doesn’t even raise his 
voice. Doesn't look ruffled. It just makes him angrier at this whole situation, because he feels like he has 
control over nothing "You called me in the middle of the night, and you were drunk and you were--you say all 


those things and--and then you look at me like that--and---fuck, Duff, lim--l'm not gay!" 


This whole stupid thing is coming to a head and Axl doesn't know how to express himself, doesn't know how to 
speak and tell Duff that--that-- 


"Damnit, Axl, you think | don't know that? You think you--" Duff is saying, and he looks distressed now, running 


a hand over his face and-- 
Axl doesn't even realize he's doing it, so before he knows it he's covering the space between them in a couple 
of angry strides, yanking Duff down by his hair--that stupid, shaggy hair he's been wanting to touch since the 


last time-- and kissing him. 


Axl kisses him, because damn it, he's not dead 
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You think you're the only one thats confused?, Duff was going say. The only one who thinks this is unbearable? 
He really did have a whole speech ready, because he knew Axl would snap eventually. 


He was ready to get yelled at, and insulted, and punched, and that was precisely why he'd been managing to 
stay stay calm--if Axl was snapping, it meant that this whole thing was as hard on him as it was on Duff. It 
meant that he wasn't the only one who was this close to breaking something just to vent all the fucking 
frustration, and he was actually quite ready to hit back if Axl did punch him. Fuck healthy relationships. He was 
packing so much testosterone that he needed either a good fuck or a good brawl, his dick didn't care, and Axl 


was perfectly fit for either of those. 
He was not, however, ready to be kissed. 


Axl's hands reached for his hair and his head was painfully yanked down, and Axl was kissing him. Axl kissed 
him. Axl is still kissing him. 


Duff's brain screeches to a halt and throws itself of a cliff. 


His arms come up automatically, wind around Axl and burn there, and he honestly cannot believe this is 
happening, for a few moments can't wrap his head around the fact that those are Axis lps on his, Axls body 
pressed up against his, and can do nothing but stare over Axl's shoulder. Axl's face is wet, he must have 
forgone drying off, and the slide of their mouths is slick and moist and sensual, and Axl's lips are soft and 
clumsy and his kiss is fierce and packed with longing and desperation and Duff closes his eyes and kisses back 
and this is happening, happening, happening, and the sound that's torn out of his throat would embarrass him if 


his brain weren't dead and gone. 


One of Axl's hands keeps pulling him down and forward, using his hair like a leash on a disobedient dog, but the 
other one slides to the back of his head and fists there, shaking, like Axl doesn't know if he wants to pull Duff 
closer or tear his scalp off. Duff hopes for the first. If Axl wanted to slaughter him right now, he doesn't 
think he'd put up much of a resistance. 


Where his chest is pressed against Axl's, Duff can feel his heart beating fiercely, as though trying to break 
free. Axl's entire body is tense as a drawn bowstring, like he's expecting to be slapped or smitten down, burned 


to ash in holy fire that threatens to consume them both. Duff moves his hand up the line of Axl's spine, fists 


a handful of red and pulls, and when Axl gasps he takes the chance to slip his tongue inside, tasting alcohol and 
fucking bliss, if that's even possible. After that, it's all a blur. 


He backs Axl up against the window he'd been staring out of before Axl walked out of the bathroon, slightly 
drunk and irate and fed up and so, so beautiful it was hard to look at him. Duff's hand in the back of Axl's 
head absorbs the impact against the cool glass and remains aching with the strength of it, but Duff doesn't 


care, because Axl's tongue is fucking wicked, dipping into his mouth and driving him insane. 


Axl's fingers are tight in his hair, as if afraid to let go, and the kiss is ravenous, all consuming, and not at all 
like Duff ever allowed himself to imagine it would be. He doesn't think he even had the capacity to imagine 
something like this before, not with the way Axl clings to him and gasps into his mouth, moans low in his 
throat, rubs against him like he doesn't give a flying fuck about anything other than this moment, right now. 
Duff always wondered what it would be like to be the centre of that laser focus, and honestly his imagination 
could not fucking compete with the real thing. 


Duff is shaking and does not care at all, the torn sounds of Axl's breathing the only important thing in the 
world, the pounding of his heart the only thing that keeps him tethered to reality. He kisses Axl again and 
again, not able to ever really break the kiss, desperately trying to swallow every little sound he makes, drink 
the noises down and keep them. It feels like someone laced Duff's blood with little shards of ice, so cold it 
burns and makes him shiver, makes him want to beg, beg, beg. Beg again, beg forever, he doesn't give a fuck. 
Fuck his pride. 


Axl tilts his head back against the glass and drags him a crucial fraction nearer, the kiss deeper, and Duff 
tries to shove Axl's thin shirt aside and get closer, have the feel of sleek pale skin over whipcord muscle 
under his hands. Axl is wearing an honest-to-God shirt, with buttons and all, and it's not any fucking wonder 
the boys in the club wanted to eat him alive, its not any wonder Duff couldn't hold himself back, had to tell 
him what he wanted, what he desperately yearned for. Again 


Sometimes it feels like Axl does it on purpose, the flaunting, the preening, the easy flirtatious smirk that Duff 
reckons must be reflex by now. Automatic, like he doesn't care who's watching and fantasizing, like he doesn't 


care who he ensnares. 
But he does, doesn't he? That's why they're here. 


Duff nips at Axl's lower lip, drags it into his own mouth and ravages it, and Axl lets out a whimper, his arm 
moving to coil around Duff's neck to hold him even closer, though by now it's virtually impossible. Duff's spine 
shudders and he fears his bones might rattle out of his body when Axl arches into him, pressing on Duff's 
aching cock. Axl is hard too, his threadbare jeans doing a poor job of concealing it, thick and hard and needy 
against Duff's thigh as he shudders another moan into Duff's ravenous mouth. 


This one, Axl at last, he thinks. Please. 


Duff feels a sort of random despair at himself. This is unacceptable, he can't do this. He's always been 


perfectly able to keep in the correct amount of control before. He is supposed to be gentle with Axl, he 
promised himself he would be. He has to give him a chance to say no. He has to stop. 


The shirt tears, a few buttons hitting the ground, and Duff tears his mouth away from Axl's with a lot of 
effort. 


"Sorry," he gasps out. 
"What?" says Axl. Duff's chest hurts a bit, he isn't sure why: it might be from not breathing for so long. 


So much for being gentle, he tried to tear Axl's clothes off, if it wasn't for the window they would be on the 
floor.. but at least he managed to stop. 


He opens his eyes and sees Axl, shoulders rising and falling with each laboured breath, mouth red in his pale 
face, hair a reddish shade of gold under these lights, but ever changing and dishevelled, and he has to kiss him 
again One more, long and hungry, and then he shuts his eyes and breathes in, forehead against Axl's. He isn't 
quite kissing him right this minute. That feels like an achievement. 


| tore your shirt," Duff says, his lips shivering against Axl's. 


Axl leans forward for another kiss, a lovely frown appearing on his face when Duff just pulls a litte further 


back. He looks down at himself, at the way the shirt now exposes his smooth chest in an askew v. 
He looks up at Duff and his lips quirk a bit, "Looks better like this," 


"Yeah, it does," Duff laughs a little, right into Axl's mouth, and can't help slipping his hand on the skin revealed, 
relishing in the catlike way Axl leans on his touch. 


He sighs, and Duff swallows the sound with another desperate kiss, completely forgetting what he'd been about 
to say. His palm explores the planes of Axl's chest,and he's pressing him so hard against the window he fears 
for a second the glass might shatter, but then Axl starts tugging at his clothes and fuck the window. Fuck 
waiting. Fuck thinking about this and being responsible, he can't be hoped to think straight when Axl makes that 
noise in the back of his throat that's just--fuck, he doesn't even know what it is. All he know is that his body 
is aching to get closer, and he'll die if he doesn't. Spontaneous combustion must be a thing, and it's about to 
happen if he doesn't get Axl naked right the fuck now, his dick lets him know. 


He tears the sad two buttons that were keeping Axl's shirt in place and slips it off his shoulder, concentrates 
his attentions on that fucking mole there that's been tormenting him since the fucking day they met. He 
lavishes it with his tongue, making Axl writhe and grind against him, sighing and then gasping a moan when Duff 
starts sucking on the pale skin, bursting blood vessels dragging blood to the surface of the delicate canvas. 


"Duff--" Axl says, choked off and soft, sending a jolt of toe curling electricity all over his boay. 


Axl's hand grabs his and guides it down, and fuck if that isn't the hottest thing that's ever happened to him in 
his life, and Duff is feeling the length of Axl's cock with his palm, his mouth nearly watering at the pornstar 
moan Axl lets out, head dropping back against the glass, and he looks surreal, like a picture of a decadent 
earlier decade or a punk-rock porno or something similarly far fetched and similarly filthy, with his blissed out 
expression and obscenely reddened mouth and slitted blue-in-green eyes and the deceivingly innocent way his 


hair falls over his forehead, stick there with sweat and water. 


Fuck," Duff says, sincerely at a loss of words, and just when he's about to kiss the pretty bow of Axl's 


mouth again, the door slams open with a sound like a gunshot echoing in his skull. 


"Hey, dude, come on , what's taking so--Oh, my god!" Izzy squeaks, receding back to the hallway and shutting 
the door really fast. 


Duff springs away from Axl like he's been electrocuted, leaving him leaning against the window with a wide 


eyed expression on his face and his shirt falling off his chest and shoulder like snow in june. 


"We leave in ten minutes," Izzy says, muffled by the door. Right, that's what Duff had come here to tell Axl. 


"you really need to start locking your door, man," 


Axl opens his mouth, then closes it, then opens it again, but seems to have been rendered speechless. Must be 


a sign of the fucking Apocalypse. 


Duff just stares at his obviously kiss swollen lips and totally disarrayed hair, brain trying very hard to climb 
up the side of that cliff it threw itself off a few minutes before. It seems Axl's brain is not faring much 

better, because he seems to give up at making words, visibly deflating. He moves towards the door, and for a 
second Duff thinks maybe he's going to open it and hiss at Izzy's face, like an angry redheaded cat, but all he 


does is open the door and gesture at it with an impatient hand, keeping his eyes on the rug. 


Still very much in shock, Duff walks towards the door, spine ramrod straight and steps precise, like he's a 
parkimeter that's come to life and not a person. Once he's out in the hallway, the door closes right behind him. 
The click of the lock resounds in the like the pump of a shotgun. 


Izzy is leaning against the door across from Axl's, grinning and not looking sorry or embarrassed at all, or 
aware that Duff wants to tear out his intestines through his mouth and strangle him with them, because the 
little shit did not barge in on them by accident. He did it on purpose. He must have been waiting outside for at 
least ten minutes, checking his watch and deciding on the perfect moment to stick his stupid head where it 
was not wanted, goddamn it. 


"I hate you so much," Duff says to him, for the thousandth time since the beginning of this whole thing, and 


surprises himself by meaning it, "| hate you more than ever," 


"Relax," Izzy says, firing up a cigarette. Duff clutches the outer door knob to prevent himself from making 
Izzy swallow the burning cherry, followed by the rest of the packet. And the lighter, "What were you gonna do 


next? Fuck him on the floor?" 


Noooo, Duff wants to say, maybe roll his eyes, but he can't really say for sure. He'd been so consumed with 
sheer want he would have thrown caution out the window and then fucked Axl against it, had he been given a 


few more minutes alone. Then Axl would have probably sobered up and thrown him out the window. 

Duff sighs, and starts walking. 

He says, shoving his hands in his pockets to stop himself from rubbing at his tingling mouth, "I still hate you," 
Izzy has the gall to laugh at him, the little shit. 

"Patience, Duffy," he says, clapping him on the shoulder, "I promise you, it's better to have him freaking out 
about a kiss than to have him freaking out about more complicated stuff. Your odds at not getting castrated 
are better like this," 

Izzy is right, of course, fucking expert that he is at navigating Axl's weird ass mind. Hell, the gay club had 
probably been his idea too, to try and get things moving between him and Axl, even though Duff never told 
him about that last phone call, the one Axl made. He probably suspected something had happened, and then 
orchestrated this whole thing. 

It is better like this, Duff thinks. His still aching dick lets him know that it's this close to committing outright 
mutiny if this pining shit carries on for too long, but he can live with these minute frustrations if it all means 
he gets to have Axl in the end. 

And it does look like he might have Axl in the end. What started out as a lonely, one sided, sad crush has gone 
a long way from there, and where he hadn't had a shred of hope before, now he has the feel of Axl's breath 
mingling with his own, hands pulling him closer, eyes unfocused and looking like a cerulean mosaic up close as 
they were. 

He guesses he can live with Izzy's machinations, so long as they help him get what he wants. 

Still. 

"How did you know we'd be kissing?" he asks as they reach the elevator, brows furrowed and geruinely curious. 
Izzy smirks, taking a long drag off his cigarette, "Why do you think | sent you there in the first place?" 


Damn, 


The man is good 


Oh, Liza 
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Axl spends the bus ride back to LA silently hyperventilating in his bunk, hidden behind his curtain, alternately 
wanting for the ride to end so that he won't have to hear Duff talking to the other guys anymore, and wishing 
for it to never end so that he won't have to crawl out of his den and actually face..what? He doesn't even 
know, and not enough blood is reaching the part of his brain that actually thinks things logically and comes to 


rational conclusions for him to figure it out. 


All his blood is busy powering up the FREAK THE FUCK OUT station, which is right next to the but remain 
vaguely aroused department, which is directly responsible for taking some blood and sending it down to his cock, 
so that it stays half hard and very interested in everything Duff has to say, somewhere outside of the 


curtain where reality continues it's course and he never tried to shove his tongue down Axl's throat. 


"lm shaving my head, dude. | don't know how the fuck you can stand that afro in this heat--" Duff is saying, 
but what Axl hears is "Wouldn't put anything in you at all, unless you wanted it." 


Oh, god, what did he do. What did he do what did he do WHAT DID HE DO. 


You didn’t do anything, a part of him says, the part that generally makes sure people hate him. This is all his 
fault 


Oh, how he wants to believe this. He really really wants to believe this whole thing is Duff's fault and, 
therefore, Duff's problem, but he can't. Not after he jerked off like a fucking teenagers at the ound of Duff's 
despearte voice at the other end of the line. Not after all that's happened. Not after he went and kissed Duff 


when he should have punched the fucker in his piteous Golden Retriever face. 

But it's such a pretty face... 

Oh, god, no. No no no no no. 

Axl groans and considers smothering himself with his pillow. Its not even his pillow, he notices morosely. It has 
a black stain where Slash's or Izzy's blue-black dye came off. One of those fuckers did something unspeakable 
to his original pillow and replaced it with this one, hoping he wouldn't notice. This is not the first time this has 


happened, and Axl shudders at the memory of the Great Pillow Bash of 8T. 


Why is this his life?, he wonders, dragging the sheet up to cover his face as he listens to Duff laugh at 


something Steven said, that awkward surprised laugh that always includes something alcoholic coming out of 


his nose. 

"That's not funny," Slash says, clearly the butt of some joke. 

‘It's a little funny,” Duff replies, and bursts out laughing again. 

Just the image of that little one, tying you up. Cant help laughing, man, its not at you. Never at you 


And Axl remembers the way Duff looked at that fucking club, relaxed and not-quite-drunk, for once, and so 
sure of himself, of what he was saying. Eyes glistening under those lights that made all the glitter sparkle. 


Thats not what | want fo do to you, Duff said. The tying you down and all. I dont want to have to, you know? Or 
gag you Means you couldn't talk, yeah? 


And he smiled, and it was such a pretty smile, Axl thought then, but now all he can think about is the biker 
with his gruff hands and the leather and the tiny sparkly man and whips and restraints and fucking glitter and 


no. No no no no no. 
He's not a fucking fag. He's not he's not he's not. 


It had all felt so clear, at the club. Blurry and dosed with alcohol, but clear. He wanted Duff, wanted to--to do 


something, and that didn't mean he was anything, because they were just talking, nothing more. 


And then after--after. In his room. He was so confused, and so frustrated, and it felt natural to just kiss 
Duff, and to do it not because he was gay or he liked being tied up or recited poetry or was all sparkly, but 


because he wanted to, because he wasn't dead. It just meant he wasnt dead 


Now, though--hiding under this sheet hours later, still vaguely aroused but no longer buzzed, listening to Duff 
outside and occasionally peeking through the curtain like a total creep to see if he can catch a glimpse of 
bleach blonde, heart hammering, and wanting nothing but for a repeat of that frantic makeout session and 


more, so much more, preferably in a horizontal position--it means he's gay. 
He's gay. He must be. He's a total faggot. Queer. Fairy. 


His life is over, he might as well admit it. He should just be done with it, go and do some gay shopping. He'll 
have to get Liza Minelli's biography and acquire purple glitter, also get some gay music. He already likes Elton 
John, so that's done. In retrospective, that should have been a sign 


Where's Oscar Wilde's grave again? He should go kiss it, he thinks, vaguely disconsolate but mostly resigned, 
especially when Duff laughs again and he contemplates dragging him into the bunk like a huge cat hauling in a 
ridiculously tall rat. 


His only comfort is that his dad will have a heart attack when he publicly comes out. 

Stop if, the little voice at the back of his head that sounds distinctly like Izzy says. You're being an idiot 

But is he? Here he is, hiding in his bunk like a weirdo, contemplating sodomy and having to actually restrain 
himself from going outside to sit on Duff's lap. The thought is so horrifyingly appealing he digs the heels of his 
hands to his closed eyelids, to try and burn the desperate need away. 

You like girls, the voice points out. 

This is true. He loves girls. He likes their long hair and how much time they spend taking care of it. He likes 
how small they are, how perfectly they fit under the crook of his arm. He loves their breasts, how they fit in 
his hands, how good they feel squished up against his chest. He loves tilting his head down to kiss them. 

So, he likes girls. That means he's not gay, right? 

You also like Duff 

This is also true. He loves Duff, because Duff is his friend. He likes his long hair, and how tall he is, how he 
had to tilt his head up to kiss hi and this made him feel a little off balance and a lot turned on. He likes Duff's 
perfectly flat chest, and how thin he is, how his narrow hips fit between Axl's hands. He likes the way it felt 
to kiss Duff, like he was slightly caged by the other's body, but it didn't matter because it was Duff, and Duff 


wouldn't steer him wrong. 


So what does this mean? He's not gay. Sure, he likes Duff, and Elton John. And, ok. He also digs Liza Minelli, but 


she's badass, plus she's a girl, so it means nothing, shut up. 
You hke girls, and you like Duff, the voice shrugs, like it's perfectly easy to understand. 


And maybe it is. He's never liked any other guy. Never wanted to do anything with any other guy, never even 
felt curious. But with Duff, it's different, because Duff is--Duff He's the only one. The one exception 


Dont lie to yourself. You'd Suck Robert Plants dick if he wanted you to, 


Touche, lzzy-in-my-head, Axl concedes, nodding a little bit. 


So, he's bisexual. He's cool with that. Elton John is bisexual. Bowie, too, probably. He can deal with it. Yeah. With 


a sigh, he allows himself to relax a bit, his bones resting for the first time in hours. 
Crisis averted. 


And then his heart leaps, wanting to come out of his mouth, because the bus is stopping. 


The bus is stopping! every threadbare nerve he has screams, the whole system crashing as he stares through 
one of the holes in the curtain with wide eyes, and sees blonde coming towards him and he can't deal with this. 
The crisis is not averted. The crisis is totally happening. 


He shuts his eyes tight and hides under the sheet as if the thin cloth were bricks, and he holds his breath 
and tries to stay quiet, like that's going to stop Duf from seeing him. 


"Wake up, loser!" Steven yells, throwing himself on top of Axl in a completely counterproductive fashion. Axl 
would point this out if he weren't gasping for breath. 


"Steven, get of fl" he yells once he's managed to get some air back in his lungs. 

A contemplative hum, then, "No," 

Axl pauses in his thrashing to gape, "No?" 

"No! You're so fucking antisocial, now the tour's over you'll lock yourself up in your house and we'll never see 
you anymore," he says, crossing his arms like he's standing up and giving a perfectly respectable lecture, 
instead of lying down on top of Axl like a dead dog. 

"That is--" Axl starts to argue, but cuts himself off, because that's probably what's going to happen 

Ah, to have his privacy back. In a way, this is a good thing, because he's pressed up head to toe against 
Steven, whom he's been told by various people is a rather fine male specimen, and he feels absolutely nothing. 


So, not gay. 


He is about to say something, when Izzy seems to materialize out of thin air and throws himself on top of 


Steven, their combined weight effectively crushing Axl's lungs. 
"IZZY!" Axl squawks indignantly, trying to shove at least one of his laughing assailants off. 


"Sorry, man, | couldn't resist," Izzy says, and squirms a little like a fish until he's lying more firmly on top of 
Steven so that they can more aptly cut off Axl's air supply. 


"Hey, guys, what the fu--oh, are we doing a puppy pile? Alright!" 


"Slash, no!" Axl yells, but its too late, as the guitar player has already thrown himself into the the fun of 


murder. Axl's ribcage caves in with a crunching sound. 


"What are you guys doing?" Duff asks, appearing all of a sudden like a saving grace with arms crossed over his 
chest and a bemused expression on his pretty face. 


Axl wheezes and makes clutching motions with his free hand in his direction, but Duff seems unperturbed by 


this turn of events and merely stands there, head hovering tall over where Axl's life is being squeezed out of 
his nostrils. 


"We're making sure Axl won't forget us, antisocial prick that he is," Steven informs him. 


"I thought we were just doing a puppy pile," Slash says, sounding confused, and he emphasizes it by squirming 
around a bit to make himself comfortable. A stray rib pierces through Axl's spleen like a bruchet. 


"We're doing both things." Izzy appeases, and pats Slash invitingly, like he's a couch or a cushion, "Come on, 


Duff, hop on," 


None of them seem to be concerned that Axl can hear his spine cracking. Izzy even fires up a cigarette, the 


dirty fucker. 
"Some other time, maybe," 


Axl is having tunnel vision now and he thinks that his time on this earth was all too brief. He barely even had 
time to explore his new found sexual depths, and he never did have that big crisis he felt looming in the 
horizon, but that's life, he guesses. 


He hopes his dick friends won't grieve overly and won't go to jail for murdering him, and that Duff will have a 
happy life as well, complete with mohawks and kittens and children, or children with kittens with mohawks or 
something to do with kittens and maybe mohawked children but not in that order, since he generally seems like 
a person who would enjoy that sort of thing. 


‘Guys, Axl's turning blue," some wonderful person who is dressed like Duff says from what seems a great 
distance to Axl's ears. 


Ah, the culprit of his gay crisis is speaking for him, but it is too late. He will miss him, and forever wonder 
what could have been, but this is just another journey like journeys he's had before. He might not find his way 


back this time, but at least he will have that one last line, said in his defense, to carry with him. 


"What a whimp," Steven says as they all grumble to their feet, and if Axl weren't dead he'd take offence and 


beat his punk ass. 


Suddenly, Axl can breathe again. The hand that slaps him on the back rattles his vertebrae like beads on a 


bracelet and help to revive him somewhat, as it offers jovial pain. 
"Let's split before he wakes up," he hears someone, presumably Slash, say. 


"Bye, Axl!" Steven shouts, slamming the bus door open Izzy doesn't speak, since he's probably already a block 


away from his house. 


Axl tries to coax his body into function as he sits on the edge of the narrow bunk, but all he manages out of 


all his murderous thoughts is a weak glare. 


"They mean well," Duff says, way too close for comfort, and Axl realizes that the hand rubbing circles on his 
back is not just a floating hand. It is attached to a person, and that person is Duff. Who is sitting next to him. 
Way too close to him. 


Axl swallows, and his eyes widen. The crisis is starting, he can feel it coming. It's coming-- 


It doesn't have to go anywhere if you don't want it To," Duff says then, sounding perfectly calm and perfectly 


collected, and not at all like they were sucking face a few hours ago and were rudely interrupted. 


"| don't--I--" Axl says eloquently, then clamps his mouth shut and looks down at the floor. Duff's hand doesn't 
stop rubbing circles on his back, and he wishes it would stop and at the same time doesn't, "I don't know what | 
want," 


That is not exactly true, but he doesn’t know what else to say. He remembers that night, when he asked Duff 
what he wanted, and Duff told him. If Duff were to ask him the same thing right now, Axl wouldn't be so 


certain as to what to say. 


He wants to go home and sleep in his bed for hours, and he wants to think. He wants a shower, and he wants 
to talk to Izzy, because he's a dick but he's still Axl's best friend. He wants some peace and quiet, and he 


wants a milkshake, and he wants to not be so fucking confused anymore. 
"That's ok," Duff says, like it really is ok 
He wants to kiss Duff again. 


"| want--" Axl starts, and then clamps his mouth shut again, his head dropping a bit forward so his hair 
obscures his periphery of Duffs brown eyes. He really wants to kiss Duff again, but he doesn't know if he 


wants everything else that will come with it. 


Duff lifts his hair away and kisses his cheek then, a tiny peck that lingers and steals his breath away with 
how warm it is. When Axl doesn't say anything, doesn't do anything, he does it again, and again, and again, and 
Axl tells his crisis to go fuck itself and turns his head to the side, so that the next kiss lands straight on his 
lips. 


Duff makes a little rumbling noise and his hand comes up to Axl's jaw, and the kiss is slow and easy, and 
nothing like the one before, except where Axl can feel himself burning with need everywhere Duff's not 


touching him. 


He gingerly places a hand on Duff's thigh and leans closer, deepening the kiss. Duff shudders a groan into his 
mouth, and fuck the world, Axl's gay. He's bisexual. He's whatever he needs to be so that this moment never 


ends. He doesn’t give a fuck what he is, all he knows is that the tiny sound lights his nerves on fire and he's 


absolutely, completely, undoubtedly alive. 


He doesn't register actually moving, but suddenly he's straddling Duff on the bunk, having clambered on top of 
him without noticing. The kiss turns ravenous fast and Duff's hands--Duff's beautiful, perfectly calloused 
hands--sneak underneath his shirt, making him shudder and gasp at the feeling of skin on skin, at the feeling of 


being so close an having touches instead of words through a phone line. 


He's almost instantly hard, aching with it as he'd been for the past few hours, and his body is hypersensitive 
to Duff's every touch, every caress, every fucking heartbeat. Electricity shudders up and down his spine, and 
when Duff's hand curls into his hair he nearly keens. 


"Fuck" Duff gasps, every thread of gentleness completely disappearing as he grasps at Axl's body with clawlike, 
trembling fingers. 


He's looks as desperate as Axl feels, pulling him closer and closer and touching him everywhere, and Axl doesn't 
know how he's managed without this for so long, how he didn't know that this is all that he's been craving for. 


He's shamelessly rutting against Duff, and he honestly doesn't give a fuck, not when Duff is suckling at his 
neck and biting, oh god, biting, and he moans a bit too loud, and still doesn't care. 


If the roadies walk in the tour bus, if the fans get inside, if the band sees them--he doesn't give a fuck, he's 
way past caring. His body is on fire and his mind is sizzling, his brain boiling inside his skull, and all that 
matters is that Duff is mouthing Axl's nipple through his the thin cloth of his shirt, the warmth driving him 


insane. 
He doesn't know what he wants, but he's not dead, and neither is Duff, and that's all that matters. 


"Duff" he breathes out, pulling dragging Duff's head up and kissing him deeply before resting their foreheads 
together. He stares into Duff's eyes, impossibly warm this close up, and doesn't care about anything else, "You 


wanna come home with me?" 

Duff's eyes widen in surprise, and his breath catches in his throat. Axl wants him so much his skin is on fire, 
his every nerve alight and his blood going hot and cold all at once. There's a rushing in his ears like a river and 
his own heart is pounding so hard he's sure Duff can hear it, and his breathing is so erratic he's sure he'll 
soon pass out from oxygen deprivation. 


He can't seem to stop touching Duff, his fingers nearly spasming with need, and if he could just-- 


"No," Duff stammers, looking like he just surprised himself, and the world screeches to a halt. 


All Good Things 
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"No," Axl repeats, voice flat and inflectionless. The italics are audible. 
Somewhere outside of the bus, a dog yaps happily. 


Its like an out of body experience. It's like the sheer awkwardness expelled Duff's soul from his body, and he's 
currently a mass of embarrassed ectoplasm hanging from the ceiling, looking down at himself repeat "No," like 


a retarded parrot. 
Axl blinks at that. 


"No," he says again, like he's trying out the word, like he's not still sitting on Duff's lap with both arms around 
his neck and Duff's hands on his ass, his lips reddened from their heated kiss. He looks puzzled. The surrealism 
of the scene triplicates. Any moment now clocks will start melting on their faces and shape into elephants, or 


some other horned quadrupeas. 
What the fuck, brain, Duff thinks. His brain shrugs. It gets artsy when nervous. 


He tries think of something to say, of a way to explain himself. Yes, Axi / really do want to go home with you 
and do unspeakable things fo you and maybe invest in a tape recorder and record it because it will be something | 
want to keep forever in perfect definition and show it to my grandchildren only not because ew, but Im afraid 
you'll do that thing guys do where they pretend theyre fucking a girl and maybe the illusion will shatter halfway 
through and you'll kill me and stuff me under the floorboards is a good explanation, but he has a feeling it won't 
fly all that well. He feels the sudden, instinctive need shared by prey everywhere to get the fuck away, asap. 


Having a lapful of bewildered redhead is not conductive to this natural imperative. 


Never has he felt more aware of his body's ability to produce sweat. He considers removing his hands from 
Axls ass for all of half a second, but his primitive brain reminds him that that would imply moving and thus 
giving away his position He settles for sitting there, staring at Axl with wide eyes, like the dumbest possum in 
history in the hopes Axl will maybe forget he exists and this moment will be over. 


"O.kay," Axl says, looking like he still doesn't quite understand what just happened. He seems to realize in that 


moment that their positions are quite..compromised. He glances back at Duff's hands like they are seaweed 
caught in his hair and Duff drops them away in a nervous hiccup of a movement. With an admirable grace 
Duff would not have had in his situation, what with his body being mainly comprised of elbows and knees, Axl 


extricates himself from him and stands up. 
They pretend there are no erections in the room. 


"Alright then," Axl says, like he's just heard someone say they want to go to the continent of France. He looks 
at Duff expectantly. 


Duff's voice is yet to return to it's post, but at least he's managed to close his mouth. His eyes are dry from 
not blinking because his eyelids have committed mutiny, wanting to make sure he'll remember this moment of 
grave and painful stupidity in scorching detail for the rest of his miserable, sexually frustrated life that he'll 


spend in a hole in the ground, preferably four states and a name change away. 
Axl makes a little noise like the embarrassment is causing him physical pain. 


"'ll--be off, then," he says, and bolts for the door. In a move that puts painful new shades in the word 
"awkward", Duff waves feebly. His dick very clearly announces that if it could, it would pack up his balls and go 
with Axl, because he's a total moron and deserves to be put to death. 


Duff hates it when his dick starts talking. 


"Fuck," he says incredulously in the silence that follows Axl's departure, but the word is not enough to convey 


his feelings. Knowing a second language right about now would be very helpful. He groans, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck, " 


Falling back on the bunk, he presses his hands to his face and has to make an effort not to push his eyes back 
into his stupid skull. What did he do? What the fuck did he just do? 


You just rejected Axl Rose, a helpful neuron pipes up helpfully, excited for the chance to prove itself worthy 
and also because its the first of Duffs braincells to speak up in the past hour or so. The rest of them sort 


of shuffle their dendrites embarrassedly and avoid axon contact. 
He just rejected Axl. To his face. In the worst possible way. 


There's been a few moments in his life when Duff's wanted to die. He's never been depressed or anything, and 
he's never contemplated suicide, but there have been moments in his life when he would have spontaneously 

combusted quite happily, from the time he fell asleep in class and moaned so loud he woke himself up, to the 
time he hugged a stranger at the supermarket because he thought she was his mom. None of them can 


compare to this. 


He flails in the bunk a bit, like a dying fish or a live cable, and contemplates wailing sorrowfully. A whiff of 


Axl's shampoo rises from the pillows, peppermint and something girly like coconut, and he does wail a bit. Its 


manly wailing, he tells himself. 


Oh god, it was going so welll They were almost there. He had Axl right where he wanted him, fired up and 
ready to go, and then his stupid mouth had to go and do the Right Thing. 


That's the worst part, Duff thinks. It really was the right thing. Sure, he feels like dying right now, and his dick 
is currently plotting his downfall, but Izzy was right when he said that he couldn't just have at it with Axl. Axl 


is--well, he's Axl. 


And he's weirded out as fuck, slightly drunk from booze and bravado and endorphins, and maybe he's beginning 
to understand he might like Duff and he's all confused by it and, well, Duff really, really doesn't want to fuck it 
up. Maybe Axl is starting to understand he likes /kes Duff, but Duff is starting to suspect he more than likes 

Axl. He might be catching feelings 


He physically, and quite spastically, recoils from the notion, and falls to the floor of the bus with a muffled 
thump followed by a pitiful mewl. 


He's fucked. Absolutely fucked. 


Considering Axl is his friend and bandmate, feelings were always a possibility. Hell, feelings are already a thing. 
At some point the whole thing went from quite possibly the hardest crush he's had since that summer his 
neighbour Kelly Smith grew boobs, and became something more. Became something he's invested in. Whereas 
he'd always thought his --admittedly disturbing-- attraction to Axl would disappear if he could just fuck him, 
just once--ok, maybe twice-- that is no longer the case. God help him, Duff wants a thing With Axi 


He laughs hopelessly into the carpet, accidentally snorting a piece of leftover cheeto. 


Why the fuck does it have to be Axl, he wonders as he chokes. Out of all the people in the world he could 
want that would want him back without a problem, he had to go and pick the one person that would be the 
most complicated. Other people would have been much better. Other people are not so hard to understand, 
pulling him close one second and pushing him away the next. Other people don't glow like a spring day when 
they are happy, and don't shutter like a trap door when they're upset. Other people don't make him feel like 
he's caught fire while being locked inside a freezer. 


Other people are really great, Duff thinks with a distinct lack of enthusiasm. 
And now this. 


Having finally expelled the alien and probably corrosive material from his nose, Duff sits up on the floor, teary 
eyed from the coughing. He feels tired and miserable and dejected He feels The Smiths should be playing softly 
in the background for ambiance, and the fact that that fucking dog is still yapping happily and the roadies are 
laughing and chatting as they unload all the stuff from the back of the bus only adds insult to injury. 


With a sigh, he drags himself to his feet. 


There's no point in chasing after Axl. He must be halfway across the country right now, convincing himself it 
was all a dream and besides, it wasn't gay if they didn't look each other in the eye. All that progress--for 
nothing. 


Axl is fucking tempting. Duff's fooled around with a few guys, but he's never been attracted to them the way 
he's attracted to Axl. Ever since they met, really, but now he's so fucking close. Its the worst and kind of the 
best. Sure, he has to remind himself that going straight for the goods would definitely fuck up everything he's 
worked for, but-- 


It's not hopeless, that's the thing. He's got some kind of chance, he can feel it. But he's not going to get 
anywhere by climbing onto Axl and sitting on his dick. As fucking awesome as it would be. No, Axl is going to 
need some easing into it. Duff gets it, he does. But it's very possible he's going to die of blue balls before he 


even gets Axl's-- 


The look on Axl's face after they'd kissed--Axl kissed him! AGAINI-- comes to his mind, in all of it's sensual 
glory. Duff shudders and smiles, he just can't help himself. He's closer than he's ever been before. He made it 
this far. He has a chance, he can feel it. He's seeing this through, no matter what. He'll figure something out. 


He's a resourceful guy, after all 


He's considerably cheered up by the time he makes it to the door, and he's reaching for the handle when it 
slams open on his face. He yelps in agony, but the sound is drowned by Axl grabbing him by the neck of shirt 


and screaming: 
"No? NO? ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME RIGHT NOW?" 


One of Duff's ears gives out. The other one hangs on out of sheer terror. Outside, the yapping dog quiets 
wisely. The roadies hold a furious whispered exchange, which is followed by the unmistakable sound of a group 
of people dropping whatever shit they're holding and fucking off as fast as their legs might carry them. 


Duff gulps. Axl has murder in his eyes. 


"You--you--you--" his voice is now so shrill only bats will be able to hear it soon, but he's reached a point of 


indignation that renders him temporarily speechless. He seems to get a grip on his anger then, because his 


eyes narrow, "YOU'RE A DICK!" 


Somewhere out there in the night, two bats collide with each other. They screech in confusion and mild 


embarrassment, but the untrained ear might think they're mating. 


"You--you call me when you're drunk and you say all these--these things, and then you avoid me, and then 
you say you like me and you want to--want to--" he temporarily goes a bright shade purple, before regaining 
steam and shaking Duff violently like he's a rag doll "AND THEN YOU KISS ME!" 


Actually, you will recall you kissed me, Duff would say, if he weren't afraid for his life. He tries to remember 
what to do in front of potentially violent maniacs. All that comes to mind is to humor them and not make any 


sudden movements. 
Well, Duff thinks, glancing at the vice-like grip Axl has on his shirt, that won't be a problem. 


"And then you say it's ok if | don't want anything, and that it's okay if | do want something, and then--and 
then--" he lets go of Duff, who sags against the driver's seat, and laughs like a crazy person. Cackles, even 


There's no doubt where Slash learned that from, "Then you say no. No? NO!" 


He takes a deep, angry breath, and taps his hand three times against his leg before closing his eyes for a 
second. If it was a way to calm himself down, it doesn't really work, because when those eyes open To 


narrowed slits of doom and fixate on Duff, he looks even angrier than before. And-- 

And he also looks hurt. 

"You have any idea how hard it was for me to ask you that?" 

Duff suddenly has the very acurate thought that maybe he's been going about this the wrong way. 
Then he realizes Axl is looking at him expectantly. 


"| thought--" he starts in an embarrassingly thin voice, then clears his throat and hopes for the best, "I 
thought maybe you were confused?" 


The end of the sentence goes up, like it's a question Fuck, he shouldn't be allowed to talk anymore. Axl 


definitely thinks so, because he crosses his arms over his chest and snorts. 


"Yeah, I'm confused," he says, in that brutal honesty that sometimes feels like a breath of fresh air, and other 
times, like right now, a punch in the face, "I'm confused, and I'm weirded out, and l'm freaking out, and youre 


not making it any easier, Mckagan," 


Duff can't really explain why he feels so deeply affronted by that, but he can feel himself bristle with 


outrage, "Oh, so now it's my fault," 


İt is your fault, that helpful neuron from before lets him know, but he chooses to ignore it in favor of getting 
angry. 


"It is your fault," unbeknownst to him, Axl echoes the dying screams of a neuron that's currently being 
trampled on by Duff's rising temper, "It's all your fault. If you hadn't made that fucking call, all this would 
have never happened. If you had just said yes--" 


The sentence screeches to a halt, but Duff is feeling too angry, too tired, to even consider the implications of 
it. Instead he takes a step closer, which in the limited space brings them much too close for comfort, and 


snarls, "What? If | had just said yes then what?" 


It happens too fast. One minute Axl is looking at him like he's considering the legal repercussions of strangling 


him and finding it totally worth it, and then he's right there, and they're kissing. 


This kiss has nothing to do with the other kisses they've shared. It's not exploratory, it's not aimless, it's not 
even a kiss really. It's more like a prolonged bite that makes Duff's mind sizzle between his ears, hands coming 
up instinctively to to claw at Axl's arms. It lasts for second, but it feels like a lifetime of his blood coursing 
hot and cold through his veins, adrenaline hyping up and pushing him to a state near euphoria 


Duff's heartbeat explodes in his ears like a cannon going off over and over again, the lithe body pressing 
against him feeling like water falling on sun-parched soil. He chases Axl's mouth with his own when the other 


pulls away, despairing when faced with the possibility of being left dry again. 


"See?" Axl's matter-of-fact tone is spoiled by the fact he sounds like he just ran a marathon, breath coming 


out in harsh gasps, "Five minutes ago | didn't even like you," 
Duff can't even remember what they were talking about. 
It takes a bit of effort, but he manages, "And now you do?" 


Axl takes a deliberate step back and looks at him for a bit, eyes like sea glass in the shitty electric light, 


"You're confusing," 
Duff raises an eyebrow, "/m confusing?" 


"Yeah. You're weird as fuck," Axl says, running a hand through his hair. He seems awfully distracted, though, 
like he really can't tear his eyes away from him, "The most confusing person I've ever met. And you're an 
awful drunk. You flail too much for a guy your size, and your brain-to-mouth filter is fucked, and--" 


"And?" 


There's something hopeful blooming in the depths of Duff's chest. Small and fickle and frail, but gaining 


strength with every passing second Axl won't look away. 


"And," he licks his lips, and Duffs breath shudders, "And you've wanted me all along, but it took however many 
hundred gallons of vodka for you to make that fucking phone call. These past few weeks have been second hand 
embarrassment hell, and just when | finally figured out what | wanted and | mustered the fucking courage to 


tell you, you said no, you dick. You're an idiot. An--an absolute idiot," 


"But?" Duff asks. In any other situation, he'd feel embarrassed about how breathy he sounds, but he feels life 


owes him a fucking break right now. 
Axl swallows audibly, closes his eyes, opens them, and shrugs. 
"But | like you," 


Duff's heart flutters bit, the sound of it pounding like crazy, like the rushing tide in his ears. He can feel the 
grin on his face as it forms, but can't stop it for the life of him. 


"Well, we are friends," he reasons quite logically, if he might say so himself. By god, he needs to hear it. "I do 


believe friends are expected to like each other," 
Axl laughs a bit. 


"Asshole," he says, but there's no feeling in it. He rolls his eyes and says distinctly, as if talking to a child or a 
very stupid person, "I lke you like you," 


If possible, Duff's grin widens ever further. Axl looks away and clears his throat. 


"So I'm gonna ask again, and this time you're going to really think about what you're going to say before you 
say something stupid and | have to do something we'll both regret, like braining you with the fire extinguisher," 


His face makes it quite clear that he would totally do it. 

"Do you want to come home with me?" he asks again, for the second time in the night. There's something 
fluttery and uncertain in his eyes, something that looks like a very accurate approximation of the tattoo Duff 
can feel beating against his ribcage, all the way to the tips of his fingers and into the space between them. 
He inches closer, takes a deep breath and says, "No," 

Axl's mouth falls open, and Duff smiles. Fuck everything. He's allowed to feel trumphant. 


‘| want you to come home with me," 


He's beginning to realize there's few things in the world he enjoys more than the knowledge that Axl is 
physically restraining himself from punching him in the face. He wonders what that says about him. 


All good things, he's sure. 


Axl's mouth closes with an audible click, and he blinks a few times, incredulity lacing his every feature. Then he 


huffs out a laugh, and says, "Deal," 


Then he stalks closer. 


"We should-" Get going is going to be the very next thing Duff says, he swears it is. But just then Axl licks a 
thoughtful trail up Duff's neck, and all ability to process 
rational thought is lost: 


Duff's eyes fall closed and he moans rather embarrassingly, pushes his body further against Axl's and when 
Axl pushes back he dips his head down and drags his teeth gently along the smooth edge of Axl's jaw. He 
searches, blind and too close and not willing to move back an inch, open-mouthed along Axl's face for his lips 
and then they are there, and.. 

His lips are soft but the kiss is hard and desperate and still terribly shocked and dancing with giddiness, 
tongues and teeth shoving back thought and making Duff moan frantically again. Axl licks inside Duff's mouth, 
which is definitely too erotic to be legal, but Duff tries clumsily to reciprocate and.. 

There's nothing but arching and kissing and biting and moaning and the sound of Axl's bracelets clinking in the 
empty darkness behind Duff's eyelids. Axl grinds his body hard as he can against Duff's, and Duff bites down 
on Axl's lip and grinds viciously back with a ringing in his ears like all his blood rushing. Then Axl begins to rub, 
slowly, slightly, against him and yes, yes, yes, finally-- 


‘ll race you there," Axl mutters, the edge of a smirk caught in the words. 


And then Duff finds himself assaulted by the cold, because in a graceful move he shouldn't be able to manage, 
Axl ducks away from him and out of the bus. Duff opens his eyes just in time to see his cheeky grin. 


For a second, Duff feels like he might cry, but then he lunges after him. 
"You are a dick!" 


Axl just cackles, carefree and wild. Duff can't help but grin even as he goes after him, feeling drunk of a 


fluttery feeling he might like getting used to. 
But still, he yells, "A dick! 


The night is young and so are they, and did he not say he'd get there somehow? And he did. And he'll be 
damned if he gets beaten to the finish line. He's happy, and a bit frightened, but that only makes it better. 


And if it ends exactly where it started, well.that's life for you. 
-fin- 


This story now has a sequel titled "Midday Kiss (or, Duff Mckagan: Sex-Ed Teacher)" 


